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FOREWORD 


My publishers have asked me to say a word of expla- 
nation . 

There is no village in India , however mean , that 
has not a rich sthala-purana, or legendary history, of 
its own. Some god or godlike hero has passed by the 
village — Rama might have rested under this pipal-tree , 
Sita might have dried her clothes, after her bath, on 
this yellow stone, or the Mahatma himself, on one of 
his many pilgrimages through the country, might have 
slept in this hut, the low one, by the village gate. In 
this way the past mingles with the present, and the gods 
mingle with men to make the repertory of your grand- 
mother always bright. One such story from the con- 
temporary annals of my village I have tried to tell. 

The telling has not been easy. One has to convey 
in a language that is not one's own the spirit that is 
bne’s own. One has to convey the various shades and 
omissions of a certain thought-movement that looks 
maltreated in an alien language. I use the word ‘ alien \ 
yet English is not really an alien language to us. It 
is the language of our intellectual make-up — like 
Sanskrit or Persian was before — but not of our emotional 
make-up. We are all instinctively bilingual, many of 
us writing in our own language and in English. We 
cannot write like the English. We should not. We 
cannot write only as Indians. We have grown to look 
jo* the large world as part of us. Our method of 



expression therefore has to be a dialect which will somq 
day prove to be as distinctive and colourful as the Irish 
or the American. Time alone will justify it. 

After language the next problem is that of style. The 
tempo of Indian life must be infused into our English 
expression, even as the tempo of American or Irish life 
has gone into the making of theirs. We, in India, think 
quickly, we talk quickly, and when we move we move 
quickly. There must be something in the sun of India 
that makes us rush and tumble and run on. And ouj\ 
paths are paths interminable. The Mahabharatha has 
214,778 verses and the Ramayana 48,000. Purqnas 
there are endless and innumerable. We have neither 
punctuation nor the treacherous ‘ ats * and ‘ ons * to 
bother us — we tell one interminable tale. Episode 
follows episode, and when our thoughts stop our breath 
stops, and we move on to another thought. This was 
and still is the ordinary style of our story-telling. I 
have tried to follow it myself in this story. 

It may have been told of an evening, when as the 
dusk faUs, and through the sudden quiet, lights leap 
up in house after house, and stretching her bedding on 
the veranda, a grandmother might have told you, new ^ 
comer, the sad tale of her village. 
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O ur village — I don’t think you have ever heard 
about it — Kanthapura is its name, and it is in 
the province of Kara. 

High on the Ghats is it, high up the steep mountains 
that face the cool Arabian seas, up the Malabar coast 
is it, up Mangalore and Puttur and many a centre of 
cardamom and cofTee, rice and sugarcane. Roads, 
narrow, dusty, rut-covcrcd roads, wind through the 
forests of teak and of jack, of sandal and of sal, and 
hanging over bellowing gorges and leaping over ele- 
phant-haunted valleys, they turn now to the left and 
now to the right and bring you through the Alamb£ 
and Champa and Mena and Kola passes into the great 
granaries of trade. There, on the blue waters, they say, 
our carted cardamoms and coffee get into the ships the 
Red-men bring, and, so they say, they go across the 
seven oceans into the countries where our rulers live. 

Cart after cart groans through the roads of Kantha- 
pura, and on many a night, before the eyes arc shut, 
the last lights we see are those of the train of carts, 
and the last voice we hear is that of the cart-man who 
sings through the hollows of the night. The carts pass 
through the Main Street and through the Potter’s Lane, 
and then they turn by Chennayya’s Pond, and up they 
go, up the passes into the morning that will rise over the 
sea. Sometimes when Rama Chetty or Subba Chetty 
have merchandise, the carts stop and there arc grcct- 
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ings, and in every house we can hear Subba Chetty’s 
350-rupee bulLs ringing their bells as they get under the 
yoke. ‘ Ho/ says Subba Chetty, ‘ h£-ho/ and the bulls 
shiver and start. The slow-moving carts begin to grind 
and to rumble, and then the long harsh monotony of 
the carts’ axles through the darkness. And once they 
are on the other side of the Tippur Hill the noise 
suddenly dies into the night and the soft hiss of the 
Himavathy rises into the air. Sometimes people say to 
themselves, the Goddess of the River plays through the 
night with the Goddess of the Hill. Kenchamma is the 
mother of Himavathy. May the goddess bless us! 

Kenchamma is our goddess. Great and bounteous is 
she. She killed a demon ages, ages ago, a demon that 
had come to ask our young sons as food and our young 
women as wives. Kenchainma came from the Hea- 
vens — it was the sage Tripura who had made penances 
to bring her down — and she waged such a battle and 
she fought so many a night that the blood soaked and 
soaked into the earth, and that is why the Kenchamma 
Hill is all red. If not, tell me, sister, why should it be 
red only from the Tippur stream upwards, for a foot 
down on the other side of the stream you have mud, 
black and brown, but never red. Tell me, how could 
this happen, if it were not for Kenchamma and her 
battle? Thank heaven, not only did she slay the 
demon, but she even settled down among us, and this 
much I shall say, never has she failed us in our grief. 
If rains come not, you fail at her feet and say ‘Ken- 
chamma, goddess, you are not kind to us. Our fields 
are full of younglings and you have given us no water. 
Tell us, Kenchamma, why do you seek to make our 
stomachs bum? ’ And Kenchamma, through the dark- 
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ness of the sanctum, opens her eyes wide — oh! if 
only you could see her eyelids quicken and shiver! — 
and she smiles on you a smile such as you have never 
before beheld. You know what that means. That every 
night, when the doors are closed and the lights are put 
out, pat-pat-pat, the rain patters on the tiles, and many 
a peasant is heard to go into the fields, squelching 
through the gutter and mire. She has never failed us, 
I assure you, our Kcnchamma. 

Then there is the smallpox, and we vow that we 
shall walk the holy fire on the annual fair, and child 
after child gets better and better — and, but for 
that widow of a Satamma’s child, and the drunkard 
Dhirappa’s brother’s son, tell me, who ever has been 
taken away by smallpox? Then there was cholera. 
We gave a sari and a gold trinket to the goddess, 
and the goddess never touched those that are to 
live — as for the old ones, they would have died one 
way or the other anyway. Of course you will tell 
me that young Sankamma, Barber Channav’s wife, 
died of it. But then it was not for nothing her child 
was bom ten months and four days after he was 
dead. Ten months and four days, I tell you! Such 
whores always die untimely. Ramappa and Sub- 
banna, you see, they got it in town and our goddess 
could do nothing. She is the Goddess of Kanthapura, 
not of Talassana. They ought to have stayed in 
Talassana and gone to Goddess Talassanamma to offer 
their prayers. 

‘ O Kenchamma ! Protect us always like this through 
famine and disease, death and despair. O most high 
and bounteous! We' shall offer you our first rice and 
our first fruit, and we shall offer you saris and bodice- 
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cloth for every birth and marriage, we shall wake 
thinking of you, sleep prostrating before you, Ken- 
chamma, and through the harvest night shall we dance 
before you, the fire in the middle and the horns about 
us, we shall sing and sing and sing, clap our hands 
and sing: 


Kenchamma, Kenchamma, 

Goddess benign and bounteous, 

Mother of earth, blood of life, 

Harvcst-quecn, rain-crowned, 

Kenchamma, Kenchamma, 

Goddess benign and bounteous. 

And when the night is over, and the sun rises over the 
Bebbur Mound, people will come from Santur and 
Kuppur, people will come from the Santur Coffee 
Estate and the Kuppur Cardamom Estate, from coco- 
nut gardens and sugarcane fields, and they will bring 
flowers and fruit and rice and dal and sugar-candy and 
perfumed sweetmeats, and we shall offer you all, 
dancing and singing — the bells will ring, the trumpets 
tear through the groves, and as the camphor rises before 
you, we shall close our eyes and hymn your praise. 
Kenchamma, Great Goddess, protect us! O Benign 
One!’ 


Our village had four and twenty houses. Not all 
were big like Postmaster Suryanarayana’s double- 
storied house by the Temple Comer. But some were 
really not bad to look at. Our Patwari Nanjundia had 
a veranda with two rooms built on to the old house. 
He had even put glass panes to the windows, which 
even Postmaster Suryanarayana could not boast of. 
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Then there were the Kannayya-House people, who had 
a high veranda, and though the house was I know not 
how many generations old, it was still as fresh and new 
as though it had been built only yesterday. No wonder 
that Waterfall Venkamma roared day and night 
against Rangamma. 

4 Why should a widow, and a childless widow too, 
have a big house like that? And it is not her father that 
built it,’ said she. ‘ It’s my husband’s ancestors that 
built it. I’ve two sons and five daughters, and that 
shaven widow hadn’t even the luck of having a bandi- 
coot to call her own. And you have only to look at her 
gold belt and her dharmawar sari. Whore! ’ And so, 
night and day did she howl, whenever she met Temple 
Lakshamma or Bhatta’s wife Chinnamma coming 
back from the river. To tell you the truth, Venkamma’s 
own house was as big and strong as her sister-in-law’s. 
But she said it was not large enough for her family. 
Besides, she could not bear the idea that it was occupied 
by Rangamma’s father and mother, and when the 
vacations came Rangamma had all her younger 
brothers, and the children of the elder one from Bombay 
— 1 all those city-bred fashionable idiots,’ — to spend the 
summer. ‘ Tell me/ said Venkamma one day to 
Akkamma, bringing forward her falling sari over her 
shaven head, 4 why should our family feed theirs? If 
her parents are poor, let them set fire to their dhoti and 
sari and die. Oh, if only I could have had the courage 
to put lizard-poison into their food! Well that will 
come too,* She would clap her hands and go into her 
house leaving Front-House Akkamma to hurry up her 
steps. 

Akkamma had people come to visit them. You 
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know, Coffee-Planter Ramayya is a cousin of her 
sister-in-law, and when he is on his way to Karwar 
he sometimes drops in to see them — and even spends a 
night there. He left his Ford on the other side of the 
river, for the ferry did not ply at night, and he came 
along. Today he is there and people are all busy trying 
to see him. For midday meal he will have a vermicelli 
paysama and Patwari Nanjundia and his son-in-law are 
both invited there. There arc others coming too. The 
Temple people and the Fig-Tree-House people, and 
Dor6, the ‘ University graduate/ as they call him. He 
had lost his father when still young and his mother 
died soon after, and as his two sisters were already 
married and had gone to their mothers-in-law, he was 
left all alone with fifteen acres of wet land and twenty 
acres of dry land. And he said he would go to the 
city for 4 higher studies * and went to a University. Of 
course, he never got through the Inter even — but he had 
city-ways, read city-books, and even called himself a 
Gandhi-man. Some two years ago, when he had come 
back from Poona, he had given up his boots and hat 
and suit and had taken to dhoti and khadi, and it was 
said he had even given up his city habit of smoking. 
Well, so much the better. But, to tell you the truth, we 
never liked him. He had always been such a braggart. 
He was not like Comer-House Moorthy, who had gone 
through life like a noble cow, quiet, generous, serene, 
deferent and brahmanic, a very prince, I tell you. We 
loved him, of course, as you will sec, and if only I had 
not been a daughterless widow, I should have offered 
him a granddaughter, if I had one. And I know he 
would have said : 4 Achakka, you are of the Veda 
Sastra Pravina Krishna Sastri’s family, and is it greater 
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for you to ask something of me, or for me to answer 
“ Yea ”? ’ He’s the age my Secnu is, and he and Secnu 
were as, one would say, our Rama and brother 
Lakshamana. They only needed a Sita to make it 
complete. In fact, on that day, as everybody knew, 
Coffee-Planter Ramayya had come to offer his own 
daughter to Moorthy. But the horoscopes did not 
agree. And we were all so satisfied 


Till now I’ve spoken only of the Brahmin quarter. 
Our village had a Pariah quarter too, a Potters’ quarter, 
a Weavers’ quarter, and a Sudra quarter. How many 
huts had we there? I do not know. There may have 
been ninety or a hundred — though a hundred may be 
the right number. Of course you wouldn’t expect me 
to go to the Pariah quarter, but I have seen from the 
street-corner Beadle Timmayya’s hut. It was in the 
middle, so — let me see — if there were four on this side 
and about six, seven, eight that side, that makes some 
fifteen or twenty hyts in all. Pock-marked Sidda had a 
real thothi* house, with a big veranda and a large roof, 
and there must have been a big granary somewhere in- 
side, for he owned as much land as Patwari Nanjundia 
or Shopkeeper Subba Chctty, though he hadn’t half 
Kanthapura as Bhatta had. But lately, Sidda’s wife 
went mad, you know, and he took her to Poona and he 
spent much money on her. Bhatta of course profited by 
tHe occasion and added a few acres more to his own 
domain. Clever fellow this Bhatta! One day he was 
sure to become the Zamindar of the whole village — 
* Inner courtyard. 
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though wc all knew him walking about the streets with 
only a loin-cloth about him. 

The Potters’ Street was the smallest of our streets. It 
had only five houses. Lingayya and Ramayya and 
Subbayya and Chandrayya owned the four big houses, 
and old Kamalamma had a little broken house at the 
end of the street where she spent her last days with her 
only son. Formerly, they say, the Potters’ Street was 
very flourishing, but now, with all these modem 
Mangalore tiles, they’ve had to turn to land. But 
Chandrayya still made festival-pots, and for Gauri’s 
festival we’ve always had our pots done by him. He 
makes our images too and he even sold them at the 
Manjarpur fair. The rest of the Potters were rather 
a simple, quiet lot, who tilled their lands and now and 
again went out to the neighbouring villages to help 
people to make bricks. 

Now, when you turned round the Potters’ Street and 
walked across the Temple Square, the first house you 
saw was the ninedxamed house of Patel Rang& Gowda. 
He was a fat, sturdy fellow, a veritable tiger amongst 
us, and what with his tongue and his hand and his 
brain, he had amassed solid gold in his coffers and solid 
bangles on his arms. His daughters, all three of them, 
lived with him and his sons-in-law worked with him 
like slaves, though they owned as much land as he did. 
But then, you know, the Tiger, his words were law 
in our village. 4 If the Patel says it,* we used to say, 
4 even a coconut-leaf roof will become a gold roof.’ 
He is an honest man, and he has helped many a poor 
peasant. And heavens! What a terror he was to the 
authorities ! 

The other sudras were not badly-fed householders 
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and they had as usual two or three sons and a few 
daughters, and one could not say whether they were 
rich or poor. They were always badly dressed and 
always paid revenues due and debts after several 
notices. But as long as Range Gowda was there, there 
was no fear. He would see them through the diffi- 
culties. And they were of his community. 

The Brahmin Street started just on the opposite side, 
and my own house was the first on the right. 


Between my house and Subba Chetty’s shop on 
the Karwaj: Road was the little Kanthapurishwari’s 
temple. It was on the Main Street Promontory, as we 
called it, and became the centre of our life. In fact it 
did not exist more than three years ago, and to tell you 
the truth, that’s where all the trouble began. Corner- 
House Narsamma’s son, Moorthv — our Moorthy as we 
always called him — was going through our backyard 
one day and, seeing a half-sunk linga, said, ‘ Why not 
unearth it and wash it and consecrate it? * ‘ Why not! ’ 
said we all, and as it was the holidays and all the city 
boys were in the village, they began to put up a little 
mud wall and a tile roof to protect the god. He was so 
big and fine and brilliant, I tell you, and our Bhatta 
duly performed the consecration ceremony. And as 
Rangamma said she would pay for a milk and banana 
libation, and a dinner, we had a grand feast. Then 
came Postmaster Suryanarayana and said, 4 Brother, why 
not start a Sankara- jay ant hi? I have the texts. We 
shall read the Sankara-Vijaya every day and somebody 
will offer a dinner for each day of the month.* 4 Let 


15 



the first be mine,’ said Bhatta. ‘ The second mine,* 
said Agent Nanjundia. ‘ The third must be mine/ 
insisted Pandit Venkateshia. ‘ And the fourth and the 
fifth are mine,’ said Rangamma. ‘ And if there is no one 
coming forward for the other days, let it always be 
mine,’ she said. Good, dear Rangamma! She had 
enough money to do it, and she was alone. And so 
the Sankara- jay ant hi was started that very day. 

It was old Ramakrishnayya, the very learned father 
of Rangamma, that said he would read out the Sankara - 
Vi jay a day after day. And we all cried out ‘ May the 
Goddess bless him,’ for there was none more serene and 
deep-voiced than he. We always went to discuss 
Vedanta with him in the afternoons after the vessels 
were washed and the children had gone to school. And 
now we gathered at the Iswara’s temple on the Pro- 
montory, instead of on Rangamma’s veranda. How 
grand the Sankara- jay ant hi was! Old Ramakrishnayya 
read chapter after chapter with such a calm, bell-metal 
voice, and we all listened with our sari fringes wet with 
tears. Then they began to lay leaves for dinner. And 
one boy came and said, ‘ I shall serve, aunt! ’ And 
another came and said, ‘ Can I serve paysam , aunt? * 
And another came and said, ‘ I shall serve rice, aunt/ 
and this way and that we had quite a marriage army 
and they served like veritable princes. Then, when we 
had eaten and had washed our hands, the younger 
women sang, and we discussed the maya-vada* and 
after that we went home. We hastily pushed rice on 
to the leaves of the young and came back for the 
evening prayers. There used to be bhajan. Trumpet 

* The philoiophy of Maya or of the illusory nature of our 
experiences. 
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Lingayya with his silver trumpet was always there, and 
once the music was over, we stayed till the camphor 
was lit, and throwing a last glance at the god, we went 
home to sleep, with the god’s face framed within our 
eyes. It was beautiful, I tell you — day after day we 
spent as though the whole village was having a 
marriage party. 

Then sometimes there used to be Harikathas .* Our 
Sastri is also a poet. You know, the Maharaja of 
Mysore had already honoured him with a Palace 
Shawl, and Sastri had just sent His Highness an epic 
on the sojourn of Rama and Sita in the Hill country. 
They said he would soon be honoured with a perma- 
nent place in the court. And he is a fine singer, too. 
But he is an even grander Harikat ha-man. When he 
stood up with the bells at his ankles and the cymbals in 
his hands, how true and near and brilliant the god- 
world seemed to us. And never has anyone made a 
grander Harikatha on Parvati’s winning of Siva. He 
had poetry on his tongue, sister. And he could keep 
us sitting for hours together. And how we regretted 
the evening the Sankara-jayanthi was over. The air 
looked empty. 


But by Kenchamma’s grace it did not end there. 
The next morning Moorthy comes to us and says, 
4 Aunt, what do you think of having the Rama festival, 
the Krishna festival, the Ganesh festival? We shall 

* Harikatha. Literally story of God. Generally a story from 
one of the Indian legends is taken, and with music and dance, 
the Harikatha-performcr relates it in extemporized verse. Some- 
times the music and dance stop, and he explains the whole 
thing in familiar prose. 
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have a month’s bhajan every time and we shall keep 
the party going . 5 

‘ Of course, my son,’ say we, ‘ and we shall always 
manage each to give a banana libation if nothing else . 5 

‘ But , 5 says he, ‘ to have everything performed regu- 
larly we need some money, aunt? 5 

‘ Money ! 5 

It made us think twice before we answered, 4 And 
how much money would you need, my son? But, if 
it’s camphor, I’ll give it. If it’s coconut, I’ll give it. 
If it’s sugar-candy . . 

‘ No, aunt,’ says Moorthy, ‘ it’s not like that. You 
see, aunt, while I was in Karwar we had Rama’s 
festival and Ganapati’s festival, and we had evening 
after evening of finest music and Harikatha and gas- 
light procession. Everybody paid a four-anna bit and 
we had so much money that we could get the best 
Harikatha- men like Belur Narahari Sastri, Vidwan 
Chandrasekharayya . . .’ 

‘ Do you think they’ll come here? * say I. 

4 Of course, aunt. And what do you think: pay 
them ten rupees and give them their cart fare and 
railway fare and that’ll do. They don’t ask for palan- 
quins and howdahs. And we shall have Harikathas 
such as no one has ever heard or seen in Kanthapura.’ 

4 All right my son. And how should we pay? * 

We know Moorthy had been to the city and he knew 
of things we did not know. And yet he was as honest 
as an elephant. 4 One rupee, aunt. Just one rupee. 
And if there is some money left, we shall always use 
it for holy work. You understand, aunt? That is what 
we did in Karwar.’ 

4 Yes,* say I, though a rupee was a lot to me. I have 
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seven acres of wet land and twelve acres of dry land and 
they yield just enough for my Seenu and me to have our 
three meals a day. A rupee! It was a twenty-fifth of 
my revenue, and tell me, when did we ever pay it in 
time? But the rupee is for the gods. And it is Moorthy 
that asks for it. We always bless him. 

So Moorthy goes from house to house, and from 
younger brother to elder brother, and from elder 
brother to the grandfather himself, and — what do you 
think? — he even goes to the Potters’ quarter and the 
Weavers’ quarter and the Sudra quarter, and I closed 
my ears when I heard he went to the Pariah quarter. 
We said to ourselves, he is one of these Gandhi-men, 
who say there is neither caste nor clan nor family, and 
yet they pray like us and they live like us. Only they 
say, too, one should not marry early, one should allow 
widows to take husbands and a brahmin might marry 
a pariah and a pariah a brahmin. Well, well, let them 
say it, how does it affect us? We shall be dead before 
the world is polluted. We shall have closed our eyes. 

So, he goes, Moorthy, from house to house, from 
householder to householder, and — what do you think? 
— he gathers a hundred and forty-seven rupees. Every- 
body says, 4 Take it, my son ’. And Rangamma gives 
him a ten-rupee note and says, 4 Last harvest, when 
Ramayya’s Chennayya had paid back his mortgage 
loan, I asked 44 What shall I do with this money? ” and 
I sent a hundred rupees to a brahmin orphanage in 
Karwar. Well, money spent there or here it is all the 
same to me.* And then Agent Nanjundia pays two 
rupees, his son the teacher pays one, and his sister’s 
husband pays two, three, or four, I don’t quite re- 
member, and so goes Moorthy gathering money in his 
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ascetic’s bowl. And what a grand festival we had the 
following Ganesh-jayanthi. There were reading-parties 
and camphor ceremonies every evening, and our young 
men even performed a drum and sitar bhajan. And it 
was on one of those evenings that they had invited 
Jayaramachar — you know Jayaramachar, the famous 
Harikatha- man? They say he had done Harikatha 
even before the Mahatma. And a funny Harikatha - 
man he is too, sister. 

‘ Today/ he says, ‘ it will be the story of Siva and 
Parvati.’ And Pa^vati in penance becomes the country 
and Siva becomes heaven knows what ! ‘ Siva is the 

three-eyed/ he says, ‘ and Swaraj too is three-eyed: 
Self-purification, Hindu-Moslem unity, Khaddar.’ And 
then he talks of Damayanthi and Sakunthala and 
Yasodha and everywhere there is something about our 
country and something about Swaraj. Never had we 
heard Harikathas like this. And he can sing too, can 
Jayaramachar. He can keep us rapt in tears for hours 
together. But the Harikatha he did, which I can never 
forget in this life and in all lives to come, is about the 
birth of Gandhi ji. ‘ What a title for a Harikatha! ’ 
cried out old Venkatalakshamma, the mother of the 
Postmaster. ‘ It is neither about Rama nor Krishna. 5 — 
‘ But/ said her son, who too has been to the city, ‘ but, 
Mother, the Mahatma is a saint, a holy man. 5 — ‘ Holy 
man or lover of a widow, what does it matter to me? 
When I go to the temple I want to hear about Rama 
and Krishna and Mahadeva and not all this city- 
nonsense/ said she. And being an obedient son, he 
was silent. But the old woman came along that evening. 
She could never stay away from a Harikatha. And 
sitting beside us, how she wept! . . . 
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This is the story Jayaramachar told us. 

In the great Heavens Brahma the Self-created One 
was lying on his serpent, when the sage Valmiki entered, 
announced by the two doorkeepers. ‘ Oh, learned sire, 
what brings you into this distant world? * asked 
Brahma, and, offering the sage a seat beside him, fell at 
his feet. 4 Rise up, O God of Gods ! I have come to 
bring you sinister news. Far down on the Earth you 
chose as your chief daughter Bharatha, the goddess of 
wisdom and well-being. You gave her the sage-loved 
Himalayas on the north and the seven surging seas to 
the south, and you gave her the Ganges to meditate on, 
the Godavery to live by, and the pure Cauvery to 
drink in. You gave her the riches of gold and of 
diamonds, and you gave her kings such as the world has 
never seen! Asoka, who loved his enemies and killed 
no animal; Chandragupta, who had the nine jewels 
of Wisdom at his court; and Dharmaraya and Vikra- 
maditya and Akbar, and many a noble king. And you 
gave her, too, sages radiating wisdom to the eight 
cardinal points of the earth, Krishna and Buddha, 
Sankara and Ramanuja. But, O Brahma! you who 
sent us the Prince propagators of the Holy Law and 
Sages that smote the darkness of Ignorance, you have 
forgotten us so long that men have come from across 
the seas and the oceans to trample on our wisdom and 
to spit on virtue itself. They have come to bind us 
and to whip us, to make our women die milkless and 
our men die ignorant. O Brahma! deign to send us 
one of your gods so that he may incarnate on Earth 
and bring back light and plenty to your enslaved 
daughter . . .’ — ‘ O Sage * pronounced Brahma, * is it 
greater for you to ask or for me to say “ Yea ”? Siva 



himself will forthwith go and incarnate on the Earth 
and free my beloved daughter from her enforced 
slavery. Pray seat yourself, and the messengers of 
Heaven shall fly to Kailas and Siva be informed of it/ 
And lo! when the Sage was still partaking of the 
pleasures Brahma offered him in hospitality, there was 
bom in a family in Gujerat a son such as the world has 
never beheld. As soon as he came forth, the four wide 
walls began to shine like the Kingdom of the Sun, and 
hardly was he in the cradle than he began to lisp the 
language of wisdom. You remember how Krishna, 
when he was but a babe of four, had begun to fight 
against demons and had killed the serpent Kali. So too 
our Mohandas began to fight against the enemies of the 
country. And as he grew up, and after he was duly 
shaven for the hair ceremony, he began to go out into 
the villages and assemble people and talk to them, and 
his voice was so pure, his forehead so brilliant with 
wisdom, that men followed him, more and more men 
followed him as they did Krishna the flute-player; and 
so he goes from village to village to slay the serpent of 
the foreign rule. Fight, says he, but harm no soul. Love 
all, says he, Hindu, Mohomedan, Christian or Pariah, 
for all are equal before God. Don’t be attached to 
riches, says he, for riches create passions, and passions 
create attachment, and attachment hides the face of 
Truth. Truth must you tell, he says, for Truth is God, 
and verily, it is the only God I know. And he says too, 
spin every day. Spin and weave every day, for our 
Mother is in tattered weeds and a poor mother needs 
clothes to cover her sores. If you spin, he says, the money 
that goes to the Red-man will stay within your country 
and the Mother can feed the foodless and the milkless 
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and the clothless. He is a saint, the Mahatma, a wise 
man and a soft man, and a saint. You know how he 
fasts and prays. And even his enemies fall at his feet. 
You know once there was an ignorant Pathan who 
thought the Mahatma was a covetous man and wanted 
to kill him. He had a sword beneath his shirt as he 
stood waiting in the dark for the Mahatma to come out 
of a lecture-hall. The Mahatma comes and the man 
lifts up his sword. But the Mahatma puts his hands on 
the wicked man’s shoulders and says, 4 Brother, what 
do you want of me? ’ And the man falls at the feet of 
the Mahatma and kisses them, and from that day on- 
wards there was never a soul more devoted than he. 
And the serpent that crossed the thighs of the Mahatma, 
a huge serpent too. . . . 

And there were other stories, he told us, Jayarama- 
char. But hardly had he finished the Harikatha and 
was just about to light the camphor to the god, than the 
Sankur Police Jamadar is there. Moorthy goes to him 
and they talk between themselves, and then they talk 
to Jayaramachar, and Jayaramachar looks just as 
though he were going to spit out, and we never saw him 
again. Our Moorthy performed the camphor ceremony 
and from that day onwards Moorthy looked sorrowful 
and calm. He went to Dor£ and Sastri’s son Puttu, and 
Dore and Sastri’s son Puttu went to Postmaster Surya- 
narayana’s sons Chandru and Ramu, and then came 
Pandit Venkateshia and Front-House Sami’s son 
Srinivas and Kittu, and so Kittu and Srinivas and 
Puttu and Ramu and Chandru and Seemi, threw 
away their foreign clothes and becanxe Gandhi’s men. 

Two days later, Policeman Bad£ Khan came to live 
with us in Kanthapura. 
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T o tell you the truth, Bad£ Khan did not stay in 
Kanthapura. Being a Mohomedan he could stay 
neither in the Potters’ Street nor in the Sudra Street, 
and you don’t of course expect him to live in the 
Brahmin Street. So he went to Patwari Nanjundia 
and growled at him, and the Patwari trembled and 
lisped and said he could do nothing. * Only the Patel 
can do something.’ Then, straight went Bad£ Khan 
to the Patel and said : * He, Patel. The Government 
has sent me here, and I need a house to live in.’ 

4 Hm,’ said Patel Rang£ Gowda, crossing the 
threshold on to the veranda, ‘ a house. Well, you can 
look round and see. I can’t think of one for the 
moment.’ He opened his betel-bag and carefully 
taking a tobacco leaf, he seated himself, and wiping 
the tobacco leaf against the dhoti, he put it into his 
mouth, then put an areca nut with it and began to 
munch. 

Bad£ Khan was getting restless. Not only did the 
Patel look indifferent but he hadn’t even asked Bad£ 
Khan to seat himself. So, he went up the three steps 
and sat by a pillar, his feet hanging down the veranda 
and his stick between his legs. They were silent for a 
moment. Then, ‘ H£, Chenna,’ cried Rang£ Gowda, 
turning towards the inner courtyard, ‘ you had better 
go to the Big Field and see whether those sons of con- 
cubines are planting well. And tell Mada to hurry back 
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before midday and fill the carts with sacks. Tomorrow 
is the fair.’ 

Meanwhile the cattle were coming out of the main 
door, the Whity, the Blotchy, and the One-horned 
One and Lakshmi and Gauri, and then the bulls and 
buffaloes, and they hurried down the steps ringing their 
bells and banging their clogs, and young Sidda was 
behind them, his stick in his hand and the dung-basket 
on his head. Bad& Khan could not see Rang£ Gowda, 
and he spat nervously into the gutter and sat dropping 
the lathi-ring on the steps. Rang£ Gowda looked up, 
then put a lime-smeared betel-leaf into his mouth and 
said : ‘ So you want a house, Police Sahib? I am sorry 
I have none to offer you.’ 

‘ You arc the representative of the Government and 
I have a right to ask you to offer me a house.’ 

‘ Representative of the Government,’ repeated the 
Patel. * Yes, I am. But the Government does not pay 
me to find houses for title Police. I am here to collect 
revenue.* 

4 So you are a traitor to your salt-givers! * 

4 1 am not a traitor. I am telling you what is the 
law ! *• 

4 1 didn’t know you were such a learned lawyer too/ 
laughed Bad£ Khan. 4 But a final word. Will you 
oblige me by procuring me a house or not? * 

4 No, Police Sahib. I tell you humbly I cannot. I am 
not the owner of the whole village. But if there is any- 
one who is ready to offer you a house, please take it and 
turn it into a palace. I can see no objection to that/ 
He still munched his tobacco, and pasting the betel- 
leaves with lime, he put them into his mouth and 
munched on. 
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‘ You don’t know who you’re speaking to,’ Bad£ 
Khan grunted between his teeth as he rose. 

‘ I know I have the honour of speaking to a police- 
man,’ the Patel answered in a singsong way. Mean- 
while his grandson, the little Puttu, came out, and 
he took the child in his arms and laid him on his lap 
and tickled him between the armpits to make him 
laugh. Bade Khan went down one step, two steps, three 
steps, and standing on the gutter-slab, growled at the 
Patel, * The first time I corner you, I shall squash you 
like a bug ’. 

‘ Enough ! Enough of that,* answered the Patel in- 
differently. ‘ You’d better take care not to warm your 
hands with other’s money. For that would take you 
straight to the pipal-trec. . . .’ 

‘ Oh, you ! ’ spat Bade Khan, trying not to swear, 

and once he was by Sampanna’s courtyard he began 
to grumble and growl, and he marched on, thumping 
over the heavy boulders of the street. At the Temple 
Square he gave such a reeling kick to the one-eared cur 
that it went groaning through the Potters’ Street, groan- 
ing and barking through the Potters’ Street and the 
Pariah Street, till all the dogs began to bark, and all the 
cocks began to crow, and a donkey somewhere raised 
a fine welcoming bray. 

So Bad£ Khan went straight to the Skeflfington 
Coffee Estate and he said, ‘ Your Excellency, a house 
to live in? * And Mr Skeffington turned to his butler 
and said, 4 Give him a hut,’ and the butler went to the 
maistris’ quarters and opened a tin shed and Bade 
Khan went in and looked at the plastered floor and the 
barred windows and the wd\ neax axA \nji 
v TVyy* w\\\ do' and going this way and that, he chose a 
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.pariah woman among the lonely ones, and she brought 
along her clay-pots and her mats and her brooms, and 
he gave her a very warmful bed. 


The next day, and the day after and the day after 
that, we saw nothing more of Bad& Khan. Some said 
he went to bring the Police Inspector. Others said he 
' was only a passing policeman who had come to squeeze 
money out of people. But on the fourth or fifth day, 
Postman Surappa went up the Front-House steps, and 
seating himself by grandfather Ramanna, asked for a 
pinch of snuff and told him, just in passing, that there 
was a policeman of some sort in the Skefhngton 
Estate. And they all cried out and said : ‘ Oh, Surappa, 
you had better tell those tales to whitewashed walls. 
Nobody who has eyes to see and ears to hear will be- 
lieve in such a crow-and-sparrow story. It was a passing 
policeman. And he wanted to make money by terror- 
izing the ignorant. One has seen so many of these 
fellows. And once they have a rupee in their hand or 
k a dozen coconuts or a measure of rice, they walk away 
and are never heard of again.’ 

But Waterfall Venkamma would have none of this. 

‘ Policemen do not come along like this in these 
civilized days,’ she mocked. ‘ I know why they’ve 
come. They’ve come because of this Moorthy and all 
this Gandhi affair. He with his kitchen she-friends and 
all this bragging city-talk ! ’ and she spat into the street. 
And, as everybody knew, she had no particular love 
f ot Nloorth^ . Re. had rdused hex second daughter % lot 
whom bridegroom alter bridegroom was being. sought 
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— and she was nearing the age. And then there was that 
other affair. Moorthy was so often at the ‘ next-house- 
woman’s kitchen/ as she used to say. Since that 
4 Sankara- jay ant hi Moorthy was always to be seen going 
up the Kannayya-House steps and then he would come 
out sometimes in one hour, sometimes in two hours, and 
sometimes in three hours, and he even took others of his 
gang with him too. They said Rangamma’s house was 
now becoming something of a Congress House, and 
there they were always piling books and books, and 
they had even brought spinning-wheels from the city. 
The expulsion of Jayaramachar from Kanthapura had 
made a big noise in the city, and the Karwar Congress 
Committee had written to Moorthy to go and see them. 
And when he had gone to see them, they had given 
him books and papers and spinning-wheels, and all 
this for nothing, it was said! And that was why our 
boys were so busy now. They went to the Sudra 
quarters and the Potters’ quarters and the Weavers* 
quarters and they cried, ‘ Free spinning-wheels in the 
name of the Mahatma!’ And it was Moorthy who 
came to the Brahmin Street. 4 Sister,’ says he to Nose- 
scratching Nanjamma, 4 sister, the Congress is giving 
away free spinning-wheels. Will you spin, sister? You 
see, you have nothing to do in the afternoons after the 
vessels are washed and the water drawn, and if you spin 
just one hour a day, you can have a bodice-cloth of any 
colour or breadth you like, one bodice-cloth per month, 
and a sari every six months. And, during the first 
month, the cotton is given free.’ 

‘ May I ask one thing, Moorthy? How much has one 
to pay? * 

4 Nothing, sister. I tell you the Congress gives it free.* 
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- ‘ And why should the Congress give it free? * 

* Because millions and millions of yards of foreign 
cloth come to this country, and everything foreign 
makes us poor and pollutes us. To wear cloth spun 
and woven with your own God-given hands is sacred, 
says the Mahatma. And it gives work to the workless, 
and work to the lazy. And if you don’t need the cloth, 
sister — well, you can say, “Give it away to the poor,” 
and we will give it to the poor. Our country is being 
"bled to death by foreigners. We have to protect our 
Mother.* 

Nanjamma does not know what all this is about. 
Brahmins do not spin, do they? ‘ My son, we have 
weavers in the village. There is Chennayya and 
Rangayya. . . .’ 

‘ Yes, sister. But they buy foreign yam, and foreign 
yam is bought with our money, and all this money 
goes across the oceans. Our gold should be in our 
country. And our cotton should be in our country. 
Imagine, sister,’ says he, seating himself, ‘ you grow 
rice in the fields. Then you have mill agents that come 
from Sholapur and Bombay and offer you very tempt- 
ing rates. They pay you nineteen rupees a khanda of 
paddy instead of eighteen rupees eight annas, as Gold- 
Bapgle Somanna or Mota Madanna would pay. They 
will even pay you nineteen rupees and two annas, if 
you will sell more than twenty khandas. Then they 
take it away and put it into huge mills brought from 
their own country and run by their own men — and 
when the rice is husked and washed and is nothing 
but pulp, they sell it to Banya Ramanlal or Chotalal, 
who send it by train to Banya Bapanlal and Motilal 
( and Bapanlal and Motilal sent it to the Tippur Fair, 
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and Subba Chetty and Rama Chetty will cart twenty 
sacks of it home. And then you have no rice before 
harvests, and there’s your granddaughter’s marriage, for 
example, or your second daughter is pregnant and the 
whole village is to be invited for the Seventh-month 
ceremony. You go to Subba Chetty and say, “ H£ 
Chetty, have you fine rice? ” — “ Why, I have fine white 
rice,” says he, and shows you rice white and small as 
pearls, all husked and washed in the city. And you 
say, “ This looks beautiful rice,” and you pay one rupee 
for every three and a half seers. Now tell me, 
Nanjamma, how much does Husking-Rangi ask from 
you for every twenty measures of paddy? ’ 

‘ Why, it all depends. Sometimes it is six and a half 
and sometimes it is seven, with seven measures of fod- 
der-husk.’ 

* Now, sister, calculate and you will see. You get six 
seers to the rupee, not to speak of the fodder-husk, in- 
stead of seven, and your rice does not go into the 
stomach of Rangi or Madi, but goes to fatten some 
dissipated Red-man in his own country. Now, do you 
understand, sister? ’ 

4 Well, if I say “ Yes,” what then? ’ 

4 And then — you sow, and your harvest is grand 
this year. And more people come from Bombay and 
Sholapur. And they bring bigger carts and larger 

money-sacks. Then you say, 44 They pay twenty rupees 
a khanda this year. If I keep my rice it is all such a 
bother measuring it out to Rangi and measuring it back 
from her and quarrelling over her measures.” And 
there are the rats and the worms and the cattle, and 
then you have to pay revenue, and Bhatta’s interest. 
And, who knows, the rice may go down in price, as it 
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did two years ago. So you go to the agent and say, 
“ All right. I can give you forty-four khandas.” And, 
as he opens his bag and counts out rupee after rupee, 
in the backyard they are already saying, “ Three. Hni 
— Four. Hm — Five, and the God’s extra. Hm,” their 
gaping sacks before them. Night comes and our granary 
is empty as a mourning-house. Then, the next morn- 
ing, Husking Rangi meets you on your way to the river, 
and says, “ And when shall I come for the paddy, 
mother? ” — “ Let Dasara come, Rangi. We’ve still last 
year’s rice. We haven't swallowed it all,” you say. But 
Rangi knows the truth, and when the rainy season 
comes and there’s little rice to eat, she will pass by your 
door and spit three times at you in the name of her 
children. Then she too will go to work on the fields 
with her husband. And so two work on a field that 
hardly needed one, and the children will go foodless. 
And the next harvest’s agents will come and bring 
veritable motor lorries, such as they have in the 
Skeffington Coffee Estate, and they will take away all 
your rice and you will have to go to Subba Chetty and 
buy perhaps the very rice that grew in your field, and 
at four seers a rupee too. The city people bring with 
them clothes and sugar and bangles that they manu- 
facture in their own country, and you will buy clothes 
and sugar and bangles. You will give away this money 
and that money and you will even go to Bhatta for a 
loan, for the peacock-blue sari they bring just goes with 
Lakshmi, and Lakshmi is to be married soon. They 
bring soaps and perfumes and thus they buy your rice 
and sell their wares. You get poorer and poorer, and 
the pariahs begin to starve, and one day all but Bhatta 
and Subba Chetty will have nothing else to eat but the 
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pebbles of the Himavathy, and drink her waters saying, 
“ Rama-Krishna, Rama-Krishna ! ” Sister, that is how 
it is. . . .* 

‘ Oh, I am no learned person,’ explains Nanjamma. 
‘ You have been to the city and you should know more 
than me. But tell me, my son, does the Mahatma 
spin? ’ 

4 The Mahatma, sister? Why, every morning he spins 
for two hours immediately after his prayers. He says 
spinning is as purifying as praying.’ 

4 Then, my son, I’ll have a cha^a. But I can pay 
nothing for it.’ 

4 You need pay nothing, sister. I tell you the Con- 
gress gives it free.’ 

4 Really, you mean it will cost me nothing. For, you 
see, I’m so occupied at home, and maybe I’d never find 
time to spin. . . .* 

4 It is yours, sister. And every month I shall come 
to ask you how many yards you have spun. And every 
month I shall gather your yarn and send it to the city. 
And the city people will reduce you for the cotton 
charges, and for the rest you have your cloth.’ 

4 You are a clever fellow to know all these tricks!’ 
says Nanjamma, beaming. 4 Have a cup of coffee, 
Moorthy.’ And she goes in and brings out a warm cup 
of coffee, and in a silver cup too, and when he has 
finished drinking, he goes down the street to see Post- 
Office Suryanarayana. 

Post-Office Suryanarayana is already a Gandhist. 
He asks for two charkas. Then he goes, Moorthy, to 
Pandit Vcnkateshia and Snuff Sastri and Rangamma’s 
widowed sister Seethamma, and her daughter Ratna, 
and Cardamom-field Ramachandra, and they all say, 
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‘ Oh yes, my son. Oh yes ! * And so he leaves the 
Brahmin quarter and goes to the. Pariah quarters, and 
die pariahs arc so happy to see a Brahmin among them 
that they say, ‘ Yes, yes, learned one’; and Left-handed 
Mad anna’s son Ghenna, and Beadle Timmayya’s son 
Bhima, and old Mota and One-eyed Linga and Jack- 
trcc Tippa, all of them follow him home, and to each 
one of them he gives a spinning-wheel and a seer of 
cotton-hemp, and they go back with their spinning- 
wheels upon their shoulders, their mouths touching the 
ears with delight. Not a pie for this! . . . They would 
spin and spin and spin, and if that Brahmin boy was to 
be believed they would have clothes to wear, blankets 
and shirts and loin-cloths. They said it was all of the 
Mahatma! 

When they were just by the village gate, they saw a 
hefty, bearded man, sitting on the village platform, 
distractedly smoking a cigarette. 

‘ The policeman,’ whispered Mota to Bhima. 4 The 
same who was seen the other day.’ 

4 But he has no uniform.’ 

4 They sometimes prowl about like this.’ 

They grew silent as they neared the platform. And 
when they had passed into the Pariah Street they looked 
back and saw him jump down from the platform, and 
thump past the Temple Comer on to the Brahmin 
Street. Oh, the rogue! 
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B hatta was the only one who would have nothing 
to do with these Gandhi-bhajans. ‘ What is all 
this city-chatter about?’ he would say; 4 we’ve had 
enough trouble in the city. And wc do not want any 
such annoyances here. . . To tell you the truth, Bhatta 
began all this after his last visit to the city. Before that 
he used to sit with us and sing with us, and sometimes, 
when Moorthy was late in coming, he would go and 
get the white khadi-bound My Experiments with Truth 
and ask Seenu to read it and explain it himself. Then 
suddenly he went to the city. Business took him there, 
he said. You see, he had always papers to get registered 
— a mortgage bond, a sales sheet, a promissory bond — 
and for this reason and that reason he was always going 
to the city. After ail, when it was the other party that 
paid the cart fare, what did it matter to him to go to the 
city? A day in the city is always a pleasant thing. And 
nowadays, they even said, he had begun to lend out 
money there. Advocate Seenappa, you know, had 
appointed him manager of the Haunted-Tamarind- 
Tree field, and we all knew in what straits that de- 
bauchee was now. So Bhatta began to loan out one 
hundred and two hundred and three hundred rupees. 
Then came the District Elections, and Chandra- 
sekharayya said ‘ Two thousand for it ’ and so he had 
it, and that is how Chandrasekharayya is now President 
of the Tamlapur Taluk. And then there was the 
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Kot>ahalli widow, who lived with her widowed 
mother. It was Bhatta that managed her lands, and she 
was involved with her husband’s brother. That meant 
money. Money meant Bhatta — always smiling, always 
ready, always friendly. Bhatta was a fine fellow for 
all that. With his smiles and his holy ashes, we said 
he would one day own the whole village. I swear he 
would have done had not the stream run the way it did. 

So for many a year he was always going to the city. 
That was why it was so difficult to get him for an 
obsequial dinner or a marriage ceremony. He would 
say, ‘ Why not ask Temple Rangappa or Post-Office- 
Housc Suryanarayana? ’ And yet Bhatta began life 
with a loin-cloth at his waist, and a copper pot in his 
hand. Vou should have heard young Bhatta say, 
‘ Today is the eleventh day of the bright fortnight of 
Sravan. Tomorrow, twenty seconds after the sixteenth 
hour, Mercury enters the seventh House, and Ekadashi- 
day begins.’ — ‘ When is the Dasara, Bhattare? ’ you 
would ask, and he would open his oily calendar and 
lay it carefully on his bulging lap, and deeply thought- 
ful, and with many learned calculations on his agile 
fingers, he would say, ‘ In one month and four days, 
aunt. In just one month and four days.’ And then you 
asked him for an obsequial dinner for the ninth day of 
the next moon-month, and he would smile and say, 
‘ Of course, aunt. Of course.’ After that he would 
take his coconut and money-offerings and hurry down 
to Pandit Venkateshia’s house, for the anniversary of 
his father’s death. Bhatta is the First Brahmin. He 
would be there before it is hardly eleven — his fresh 
clothes, his magnificent ashes and all — and seated on 
the veranda he would begin to make the obsequial 
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grass-rings. Such grass-rings and such leaf-cups too! 
Never has anything better been seen. And it was so 
pleasant to hear him hum away the Gita. The very 
walls could have repeated it all. 

Ramanna is the Second Brahmin. He would come 
along before noon. The ceremony would begin. 
Bhatta is very learned in his art. It would be all over 
within the winking of. an eye. Then the real obse- 
quial dinner begins, with fresh honey and solid curds, 
and Bhatta’s beloved Bcngal-gram khir. ‘ Take it, 
Bhattar£, only one cup more, just one? Let us not 
dissatisfy our manes.’ The children are playihg in the 
shadow, by the byre, and the elderly ppople are all in 
the side room, waiting for the holy brahmins to finish 
their meal. But Bhatta goes on munching and belching, 
drinking water and then munching again. 4 Rama- 
Rama. Rama-Rama.’ One docs not have an obsequial 
dinner every day. And then, once the holy meal is 
over, there is the coconut and the two rupees, and if 
it is the That-House people it is five, and the Post- 
Olfice- House people two-eight. That is the rule. 

Bhatta comes home. Savithri has eaten only a dal- 
soup and rice. When the master of the house is out, 
better not bother about the meal. He will bring some 
odes in his glass, and for the evening meal a good 
coconut chutney and soup will do. On the nights of 
obsequial dinners he eats so little. The child will get 
a morsel of rice. 

‘ Did they pay you the two rupees? * asks Savith- 
ramma, waking up on her mat. 

‘ What else will they do? * Bhatta goes straight into 
his room, opens his casket and the two rupees have 
gone in. 
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He knows how much there is in it. Something 
around three hundred and fifty rupees. Already a little 
had gone; just ten rupees for Rampur Mada. Nuptial 
ceremony of some sort. Six per cent interest, and pay- 
able in two months. Fine thing. Then Mada sends 
Lingayya. Lingayya’s revenue is not fully paid. The 
Revenue Inspector is brandishing a search-warrant. It 
has to be paid out before the coming week. Just 
twenty-one rupees and eight annas. Payable soon after 
harvest. For six months it shall be io per cent interest 
— ‘ Learned Maharaja, anything you deem just! * — 

* All right, you arc a father of many children, let it be 
nine and a half.’ — ‘ Your slave, Maharaja. You are 
like a great father.’ — Lingayya gets the money. And 
Lingayya and Mada send Kanthamma, our Potters’ 
Street Kanthamma. This time it is her son’s marriage. 
She will not die without her son having a wife. And 
it shall be grand. Onp hundred and twenty rupees, she 
needs. Her two and a half acres of wet land to be 
mortgaged for three years. — * It means a bond, 
Kanthamma? ’ — ‘ Learned Bhattare, whatever you like. 
Do I know how to decipher your books or your papers? 
You will $^y “ This is the paper, Kanthamma.” And 
I shall put my thumb-mark on it.* — In a week’s time 
the papers are ready. Kanthamma gets the money. 
Just 7 per cent interest. 

Meanwhile, alas! Savithramma dies. An accident. 
She went to fetch water from the Champak Well, 
slipped, fell, and died. OfTers for marriage came to 
Bhatta from here and there. From Kuppur Surya- 
narayana, from Four-beamed-House Chandrasekha- 
rayya, and from Alur Purnayya. Pumayya has a 
grown-up daughter, who will ‘ come home soon *. 
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She is twelve and a half years old, and in a year’s time 
Bhatta can have someone to light his bath fire at least. 
A thousand rupees cash, and five acres of wet land 
beneath the Settur Canal. And a real seven-days 
marriage. Horoscopes agree marvellously. ‘ Well, if 
the heavens will it, and the elders bless it, let our 
family creepers link each other! ’ Laced bodice cloth 
for each visitor, and a regular sari for the heads of the 
family. Carts after carts went to Alur, carts after carts 
with the Front-House people, and the Temple people 
and the Post-OfFice-House* people, and when they 
returned eight days later they looked as though much 
ghee had gone into them and much laughter. Only the 
other day Puttur Satamma was saying, ‘ Never have 
we seen a marriage like Bhatta’s. Such pheni. After 
all, a Zamindar’s house, my sister ! * 

Bhatta became richer and richer. He could lend out 
more money. And now he was no more a pontifical 
brahmin. He was a land-owner. To crown it all, the 
girl came of age in two month’s time, and so the house 
was bright as ever. But life around him had changed. 
Temple Rangappa and Front-House Suranna did not 
go to the river as they did before. Every early morn- 
ing they stood before Bhatta’s house and said, ‘ H£, 
Bhattarc, are you up? Time to go to the river, be ! * 
And if Bhatta was asleep, they knocked at the door 
and woke him up and took him along with them. 
Then this man came for a hundred rupees, and that 
other for three hundred, and Patwari and Patel, 
pariahs and plantation coolies were at the door for 
loans. * Just for a month, learned one? The rains 
have played foul with us.’ Or ‘ That rogue has gone 
to get the best lawyer in Karwar. And I am no son 
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of a prostitute that I cannot get a better one than he. 
Oh, just three hundred for the moment, Maharaja. 
My coconut-field in mortgage.’ Five hundred becomes 
four hundred and fifty, the four hundred and fifty 
becomes four hundred, then three eighty and three 
seventy-five — but Bhatta will have the last word. That 
field is not worth more than two hundred and fifty 
rupees. Let us say two hundred and seventy-five. Two 
hundred and seventy-five it shall be. Stamp charges 
three rupees, registration bribes two-eight, and eight 
annas for the head peon and four annas for the door- 
keeper. 

4 And what advocate are you having, Timma? * 

‘ Why? What do I know, learned one? ’ 

‘ Why not have Advocate Seenappa? He’s the best 
criminal lawyer in the district.’ 

4 As you like, says the licker of your feet.’ 

Advocate Seenappa alone will be chosen. The next 
day when the registration is going on, Timma and 
Bhatta go to see Seenappa. 

4 Ah, come along, Bhattar£. How are the rains in 
your parts? ’ 

‘Oh! fine, fine! I’ve come to bring you Timma, a 
man with a family and children, and I said to him, I’ll 
drop a word in your ear. He and his ancestors have 
cultivated our fields for generations. . . .* 

‘ Your Bhatta is like a brother to me,* said Advocate 
Seenappa. ‘ Timma, we’ll win the case.’ And he won 
the case. 

Then there was Chennayya’s civil case about the field 
boundaries; Pariah Sidda’s canal-water case, and this 
case and that case, and Bhatta would say ‘ I’ll take 
you to Advocate Seenappa * or ‘ I’ll take you to 
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Advocate Ramachandrayya,’ and we all said, ‘ Now 
Bhatta himself is becoming a lawyer.’ For, when 
concubine Chowdy and her neighbour Madanna 
quarrelled over the jasmine plant, Bhatta said, ‘ Let 
them come and we’ll settle it.* And he did settle it — 
and for ten rupees too. Then there was the case 
between Sampanna and Siddayya, and Chenna and her 
daughter-in-law Sati over the adoption, and Siddi and 
Venki about the poisoning of little Bora, and Seetharam 
and Subbayya over the night-grazings — he settled them 
all. And we said, ‘ There’s no use going to the city 
for a lawyer. We’ve one in Kanthapura.’ But Bhatta 
always said, ‘ Your humble servant. I lick your feet.* 
And when it was not he that settled a dispute, he 
took it to Seenappa or Ramanna, or when it was a 
small case of giving a notice or making an appeal, he 
went sometimes to Advocate Ramaswamy, * The Three- 
Pice Advocate ’ as they used to call him, and he was 
as good as any other. The notice would go, or the 
appeal would be drafted, and Bhatta would get just 
two rupees for his troubles. Just two rupees, you know. 
Three if it was an appeal! 

Bhatta now owned thirty-seven acres of wet land and 
ninety acres of dry land in all the villages — in Kantha- 
pura and Santur and Puttur and Honnalii. And there 
was not a pariah or a brahmin that did not owe him 
something. But nobody would say anything against 
him. He was so smiling and so good. Never had he 
charged us more interest than Subba Chetty or Rama 
Chetty. These two brothers were the ruin of our 
village. 

They said, too, that it was Bhatta who had sent our 
Fig-tree-House Ramu to the city for studies. Why 
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should he have done that? Ramu was not his son or 
nephew, but just a distant relation. ‘ If you will bring 
a name to Kanthapura — that is my only recompense. 
And if by Kenchamma’s grace you get rich and be- 
come a Collector, you will think of this poor Bhatta 
and send him the money — with no interest, of course, 
my son, for I have given it in the name of God. If 
not, may the gods keep you safe and fit. . . 

I tell you, he was not a bad man, was Bhatta. But 
this dislike of the Gandhi-bhajan surprised us. After 
all there was no money in it, sister! But don’t they 
say, ‘ Less strange are the ways of the gods than are the 
ways of men \ 


One day, when Bhatta was returning from the river 
after his evening ablutions, he did not turn round the 
Mari-Temple Comer, but went straight along the 
Lantana Lane and hurried up the steps of the Kan- 
nayya House. Old Ramakrishnayya was sitting on the 
veranda, his hand upon his nose, deep-breathful in 
meditation. Satamma was lying by the door, her head 
upon her arms, resting. And from the byre came the 
sound of milking — Rangamma was there. 

As soon as Satamma saw Bhatta, she rose up 
quickly and asked why he had deigned to honour them 
so, and what happy news brought him there and how 
his wife and children were; and Bhatta answered it 
all by saying how very busy he had been, what with 
the bad rains and the sick cattle, and the manuring 
work and the hoeing work and the weeding work, and 
to top it all, these bonds and bonds and bonds to sign 
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— really, if the very devils wanted to take his place, he 
would say, Take it! and bless those generous souls. 
4 Really, aunt, this business is terrible. One cannot even 
go and sec if one’s relations are dead or alive. How 
are you all, aunt? ’ 

4 Like this. As usual.’ 

Then the byre-door creaked and Rangamma came 
out with a sobbing lantern in one hand and the bright 
frothing milk-pot in the other, and when she hears a 
stranger’s voice, she says, 4 Is it Bhattar£? What an 
honour! * And Bhatta speaks again of the rains and the 
cattle and the peasants, and Rangamma goes in and 
comes out again and sits with the others. Rama- 
krishnayya has finished his meditation, and leaning 
against the wall he sits quietly in the dark. He was a 
silent, soft-voiced, few- worded man, our Rama- 
krishnayya. 

4 Has your son found a good horoscope to go with 
his daughter’s? ’ Bhatta begins again. 4 It is so difficult 
to find bridegrooms these days. When I was in town 
the other day, I went to see old Subrama Pandita. 
And he was telling me how he could find no one for 
his last granddaughter. No one. Every fellow with 
Matric or Inter asks, “ What dowry do you offer? How 
far will you finance my studies? — I want to have this 
degree and that degree.” Degrees. Degrees. Nothing 
but degrees or this Gandhi vagabondage. When there 
are boys like Moorthy, who should safely get married 
and settle down, they begin this Gandhi business. 
What is this Gandhi business? Nothing but weaving 
coarse hand-made cloth, net fit for a mop, and bellow- 
ing out bhajans and bhajans, and mixing with the 
pariahs. Pariahs now come to the temple door and 
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tomorrow they would like to be in the heart of it. They 
will one day put themselves in the place of the brahmins 
and begin to teach the Vedas. I heard only the other 
day that in the Mysore Sanscrit College some pariahs 
sought admission. Why, our Beadle Timmayya will 
come one of these days to ask my daughter in marriage ! 
Why shouldn’t he? * 

Rangamma lifts her head a little and whispers 
respectfully, ‘ I don’t think we need fear that, Bhattar£? 
The pariahs could always come as far as the temple 
door, couldn’t they? And across the Mysore border, in 
Belur, they can even enter the temple once a year. . . .’ 

4 That is what you think, Rangamma. But I, who 
so often go to the city, I see it more clearly. Listen ! Do 
you know Advocate Rama Sastri, the son of the old, 
orthodox Ranga Sastri, has now been talking of throw- 
ing open his temple to the pariahs? “ The public 
temples are under the Government,” he says, 44 but this 
one was built by my ancestors and I shall let the pariahs 
in, and which bastard of his father will say No?” I 
hope, however, the father will have croaked before that. 
But really, aunt, we live in a strange age. What with 
their modem education and their modern women. Do 
you know, in the city they already have grown-up girls, 
fit enough to be mothers of two or three children, 
going to the Universities? And they talk to this boy 
and that boy; and what they do amongst themselves, 
heaven alone knows. And one, too, I heard, went 
and married a Mohomedan. Really, aunt, that is 
horrible ! * 

‘ That is horrible,* repeats Satamma. 4 After all, my 
son, it is the Kaliyuga-floods, and as the sastras say, 
there will be the confusion of castes and the pollution 
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of progeny. Wc can’t help it, perhaps. . . .* 

But Rangamma whispers again from the comer: 

‘ Has the Mahatma approved it? I don’t think so. He 
always says let the castes exist, let the separate-eating 
exist, let not one community marry with the other — 
no, no, Bhattar£, the Mahatma is not for all this 
pollution.* 

‘ Is that why, Rangamma,* interrupts Bhatta angrily, 
‘ Is that why the Mahatma has adopted a pariah girl 
as a daughter? He is a Vaisya and he may do what 
he likes. That does not pollute me. But, Rama-Rama, 
really if we have to hang the sacred thread over the 
shoulders of every pariah . . . it’s impossible, impossible. 
... In fact that’s what I was saying to the Swami the 
other day.* 

‘ Why, have you been to the Swami? * asks Satamma, 
eagerly. 

4 When I was last in the city, yes. He had come back 
from his tour in Mysore. And I, good brahmin that I 
am, I went to touch his feet and ask for the tirtham. 
You know our Seetharamu, Maddur Scetharamu, is his 
Master of the Household. And he is my wife’s cider 
brother’s wife’s brother-in-law. And after I have seen 
the Swami, I go to see Seetharamu and we speak of 
this and that, of Hariharapura, of Kanthapura and 
Talassana, and then suddenly he turns to me and says, 
44 1 want your help, Bhattare ” — And I say, 44 What 
can I do for you, Seetharamu — anything you like ! ” — 
he says* 44 The Swami is worried over this pariah move- 
ment, and he wants to crush it in its seed, before its 
cactus-roots have spread far and wide. You are a 
Bhatta and your voice is not a sparrow voice in your 
village, and you should speak to your people and 
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organize a brahmin party. Otherwise brahminism is 
as good as kitchen ashes. The Mahatma is a good man 
and a simple man. But he is making too much of these 
carcass-eating pariahs. Today it will be the pariahs, 
tomorrow it will be the Mohomcdans, and the day after 
the Europeans. ... We must stop this. The Swami 
says he will outcaste every brahmin who has touched 
a pariah. That is the right way to begin. Bhattare, 
we need your help.” — u Well, Seetharamu,” say I, “ this 
Bhatta who has been a pontifical brahmin cannot be 
on the side of the pariahs. And I know that in our 
good village there is no brahmin who has drunk of 
our holy Himavathy’s water and wants caste pollutions. 
1 shall speak to our people,” say I. And that is why 
I have come to see you.’ 

Rangamma and Satamma and Ramakrishnayya are 
troubled and silent. From the lit Front-House comes 
the 


Rock, Rock, 

Rock the cradle of the Dancer, 

Rock the cradle of the Bluc-god, 

Rock the cradle of the Blissful, 

Rock the cradle of the One, 

Rock, Rock, Rock, 

and from the byre comes the noise of the calves sucking 
and the spitting sounds of the wall-lizards, and from 
the Temple-Square-Tamarind comes the evening 
clamour of the hanging bats. Suddenly a shooting star 
sweeps across the sky between the house-roof and the 
byre-roof, and Ramakrishnayya says, ‘ Some good soul 
has left the earth \ This cools Bhatta, and wiping his 
forehead, he says: 

‘ Rangamma, you are as a sister to me, and I am no 
butcher’s son to hurt you. I know you are not a soul to 
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bfclievc in all this pariah business. But I only want to 
put you on your guard against Moorthy and these city 
boys. I see no fault in khadi and all that. But it is this 
pariah business that has been heavy on my soul. . . .* 
Our Rangamma is no village kid. It is not for 
nothing she got papers from the city, Tai-nadu, Vish - 
wakarnataka, Deshabhandu, and Jayabharatha , and she 
knows so many, many things, too, of the plants 
that weep, of the monkeys that were the men we have 
become, of the worms, thin-as-dust worms that get into 
your blood and give you dysentery and plague and 
cholera. She told us, too, about the stars that are so 
far that some have poured their light into the blue 
space long before you were born, long before you were 
bom or your father was bom or your grandfather was 
bom; and just as a day of Brahma is a million million 
years of ours, the day of the stars is a million million 
times our day, and each star has a sun and each sun 
has a moon, and each moon has an earth, and some 
there are that have two moons, and some three, and out 
there between the folds of the milky way, she told us, 
out there, there is just a chink, and you put your eyes 
to a great tube and see another world with sun and 
moon and stars, all bright and floating in the diamond 
dust of God. And that gave us such a shiver, I tell you, 
that we would not sit alone in the kitchen that night or 
the night after. And she told us, too, how in the far- 
off countries there were air vehicles that move, that 
veritably move in the air, and how men sit in them 
and go from town to town; and she spoke to us, too, of 
the speech that goes across the air; and she told us, 
mind you, she assured us — you could sit here and listen 
to what they are saying in every house in London and 
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Bombay and Burma. But there was one thing she 
spoke of again and again — and, to tell you the truth, it 
was after the day the sandal merchant of the North 
came to sell us his wares and had slept on her veranda 
and had told her of the great country across the moun- 
tains, the country beyond Kabul and Bukhara and 
Lahore, the country of the hammer and sickle and 
electricity — it was then onwards that she began to speak 
of this country, far, far away; a great country, ten times 
as big as say Mysore, and there in that country there 
were women who worked like men, night and day; 
men and women who worked night and day, and when 
they felt tired, they went and spent their holiday in 
a palace — no money for the railway, no money for the 
palace — and when the women were going to have a 
child, they had two months’ and three months’ holiday, 
and when the children were still young they were given 
milk by the Government, and when they were grown 
up they were sent free to school, and when they grew 
older still they went to the Universities free, too, and 
when they were still more grown-up, they got a job 
and they got a home to live in and they took a wife 
to live with and they had many children and they 
lived on happily ever after. And she told us so many 
marvellous things about that country; and mind you, 
she said that there all men are equal— every one equal 
to every other — and there were neither the rich nor the 
poor. . . . Pariah Ramakka, who heard of it one day, 
said, * So in that country pariahs and brahmins are the 
same, and there are no people to give paddy to be 
husked and no people to do it — strange country. 
Mother.’ But Rangamma simply said, 4 My paper says 
nothing about that,* and continued measuring the 
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unhusked rice. Oh, she told us so many, many interesting 
things — and all came from these white and blue papers, 
sister ! 

So, as I was saying, Rangamma was no village kid 
like us, and she could hold a word-for-word fight with 
Bhatta. But you know what a deferent, soft-voiced, 
gentle-gestured woman she is. She simply said some- 
thing about Gandhiji’s Life, and how she would look 
into it, and how she would ask Moorthy — and at the 
name of Moorthy, Bhatta again went into a rage and 
said that the first time he will see Moorthy in the Pariah 
Street he will have him outcasted and old Rama- 
krishnayya said, with his usual goodness, that it was no 
use harming a young man, and that young men were 
always fervent till they touched the bitter leaves of life, 
and that Moorthy, particularly, was a nice brahminic 
boy — he neither smoked nor grew city-hair, nor put on 
suits and hats and boots. And at this Bhatta grew 
suddenly calm and respectful and he said it was all a 
passing anger, and that Moorthy was a good fellow and 
if only he would get married and settle down, nobody 
would be happier ‘ than this poor Bhatta, well-wisher 
of cows and men. . . .* 

Then Rangamma’s sister Kamalamma came along 
with her widowed daughter Ratna, and Bhatta rose up 
to go, for he could never utter a kind word to that 
young widow, who • not only went about the streets 
alone like a boy, but even wore her hair to the left like 
a concubine, and she still kept her bangles and her 
nose-rings and ear-rings, and when she was asked why 
she behaved as though she hadn’t lost her husband, she 
said that that was nobody’s business, and that if these 
sniffing old country hens thought that seeing a man for 
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a day, and this when one is ten years of age, could be 
called a marriage, they had better eat mud and drown 
themselves in the river. But Kamalamma silenced her 
and called her a shameless and wicked-tongucd 
creature and said that she ought never to have been sent 
to school, and that she would bring dishonour to the 
house. Ratna would beat her clothes on the river- 
stones, beat them and wet them and squeeze them, and 
packing them up, she would hurry back from the river 
alone — all alone across the fields and the lantana 
growth. The other women would speak of the coming 
Rampur Temple festival or of the Dharmawar sari 
which young Suramma had bought for her son’s hair- 
cutting ceremony, and when Kamalamma was gone 
they would spit behind her and make this face and that, 
and throwing a handful of dust in her direction, pray 
for the destruction of the house. Kenchamma protected 
virtue and destroyed evil. She would work the way of 
Dharma. . . . 

Bhatta, however, would not say all this. After all he 
was not a woman, and Ratna’s father was, moreover, 
his second cousin. And Ratna had lain in his lap as a 
child, and had played with him in his courtyard, and 
if she was rough of tongue, she was of the Chanderhalli 
family and she would bring shame to none. And as for 
all these fools who were saying she was found openly 
talking to Moorthy in the temple, and alone too — well, 
let them say what they like. You cannot put wooden 
tongues to men. 

But somehow Bhatta could not bear the sight of 
these ‘ modem ways * of Kamalamma’s daughter, par- 
ticularly since she came of age, and when her sari fell 
over her shoulders, and bared her bodice it always 
49 



made him feel uncomfortable. So he rose up and, say- 
ing ‘ I’ll go,’ went down the steps and disappeared into 
the night. 

At Agent Nanjudia’s house they were haggling 
with some peasants, and in the Post- Office- House 
there was a lamp on the wall, and they were seated at 
their eating-leaves, and when Bhatta turned round the 
Promontory Corner and passed Rama Chetty’s shop, he 
saw in front of him a figure moving with slow, heavy 
steps. And as the sky was all black now and not a star 
stood to the summit of the mountains, he thought it was 
Pandit Venkatcshia going to see his daughter. But he 
could not make sure and something stopped him from 
saying ‘ Who’s there? *, and the nearer Bhatta came the 
slower moved the person, and at last, when Bhatta was 
by Dore’s cardamom gardens, something in him 
trembled and he said ‘ Who’s there, brother? * And 
there was no answer but a cough and a sneeze and the 
beating of a stick against the quiet branches of the 
pipal; and when Bhatta repeated ‘Who’s there, 
brother! ’, this time, firm and sharp, came the answer, 
‘ What docs that matter to you? ’ and as Bhatta entered 
his courtyard, there fell on the figure a pale, powdery 
light from the veranda lantern, showing a beard, a 
lathi, and a row of metal buttons. Then suddenly the 
figure turned to Bhatta and said: 

* Oh, is it Bhattar£? Pardon me. . . . I’m Bade Khan 
the policeman. I’d just gone to Rama Chetty for some 
provisions. . . .* 

4 It does not matter, Sahib,* says Bhatta. 

4 Oh, it does matter, Maharaja. I fall at your feet.* 
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Now what Bhatta had said was at the river the next 
morning, and Waterfall Venkamma said, 1 Well done, 
well done! That’s how it should be — this Moorthy 
and his city talk.’ And Temple Lakshamma said that 
Moorthy could do what he liked in his own house but 
in this village there should be none of this pariah busi- 
ness, and Venkamma and Timmamma looked ap- 
provingly at Post-Office-House young Chinnamma, 
who said it was all untrue, for Moorthy was such a 
deep- voiced, God-loving person, and would do no 
mixing of castes. But when they saw old Narsamma, 
Moorthy’s mother, they fell to talking of this and that, 
and they did not even answer her ‘ How are you all, 
sisters? ’ Old Narsamma went and placed the clothes- 
basket beneath the serpent pipal, and sat over the 
platform for a moment to rest. She was a pious old 
woman, Narsamma, tall and thin, and her big, broad 
ash-marks gave her such an air of ascetic holiness. She 
was nearing sixty-five years of age, and it was not for 
nothing she had borne eleven children, five of them 
dead; and of the remaining six, Moorthy was the 
only son; the rest were daughters, married here and 
there, one to a shanbhog across the Mysore border, 
another to a priest, and another one to a landowner, 
another to a Revenue Inspector, and the last one to a 
court clerk — all well married, with large families of 
brothers-in-law and sisters-in-law, and all of them 
blessed with children except Sata, the second daughter 
who never had a child in spite of all her money and 
pilgrimages. But it was Moorthy, the youngest, whom 
Narsamma loved the most — the youngest is always the 
holy bull, they say, don’t they? — and she thought that 
he, with his looks and his intelligence, should one day 
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be a Sub-Collector at least. And why not? He was so 
brilliant in school, and he was so deferential in his ways. 
And they began to ask for his horoscope when he was 
hardly sixteen. 

But Moorthy would have none of this. For, as every- 
body knew, one day he had seen a vision, a vision of 
the Mahatma, mighty and God-beaming, and stealing 
between the Volunteers Moorthy had got on to the 
platform, and he stood by the Mahatma, and the very 
skin of the Mahatma seemed to send out a mellowed 
force and love, and he stood by one of the fanners and 
whispered, 4 Brother, the next is me And the fanner 
fanned on and the Mahatma spoke on, and Moorthy 
looked from the audience to the Mahatma and from 
the Mahatma to the audience, and he said to himself, 

4 There is in it something of the silent communion of 
the ancient books,’ and he turned again to the fanner 
and said, 4 Brother, only when you arc tired? ’ And the 
fanner said, 4 Take it, brother,’ and Moorthy stood by 
the Mahatma and the fan went once this side and once 
that, and beneath the fan came a voice deep and stirring 
that went out to the hearts of those men and women 
and came streaming back through the thrumming air, 
and went through the fan and the hair and the nails of 
Moorthy into the very limbs, and Moorthy shivered, 
and then there came flooding up in rings and ripples, 
' Gandhi Mahatma ki jai ! ’ — f Jai Mahatma! \ and as it 
broke against Moorthy, the fan went faster and faster 
over the head of the Mahatma, and perspiration flowed 
down the forehead of Moorthy. Then came a dulled 
silence of his blood and he said to himself 4 Let me 
listen,’ and he listened, and in listening heard, ‘ There 
is but one force in life and that is Truth, and there is 
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but one love in life and that is the love of mankind, and 
there is but one God in life and that is the God of all/ 
and then came a shiver and he turned to the one behind 
him and said ‘ Brother/ and the man took the fan from 
Moorthy and Moorthy trembled back and sought his 
way out to the open, but there were men all about him 
and behind the men women, and behind them carts 
and bullocks and behind them the river, and Moorthy 
said to himself ‘ No, I cannot go \ And he sat beside 
the platform, his head in his hands, and tears came to 
his eyes, and he wept softly, and with weeping came 
peace. He stood up, and he saw there, by the legs of the 
chair, the sandal &nd the foot of the Mahatma, and he 
said to himself, ‘ That is my place And suddenly 
there was a clapping of hands and shoutings of 
‘ Vande Mataram, Gandhi Mahatma ki jai! * and he 
put forth his hands and cried * Mahatma Gandhi 
ki jai! * And as there was fever and confusion 
about the Mahatma, he jumped on to the platform, 
slipped between this person and that and fell at the 
feet of the Mahatma, saying, * I am your slave \ The 
Mahatma lifted him up and, before them all, he said, 
‘ What can I do for you, my son? * and Moorthy said, 
like Hanuman to Rama, 4 Any command/ and the 
Mahatma said, 4 I give no commands save to seek 
Truth/ and Moorthy said, 4 I am ignorant, how can I 
seek Truth? * and the people around him were trying 
to hush him and to take him away, but the Mahatma 
said, 4 You wear foreign cloth, my son \ — 4 It will go, 
Mahatmaji.’ — ' You perhaps go to foreign Uni- 
versities.* — 4 It will go, Mahatmaji.* — 4 You can help 
your country by going and working among the dumb 
millions of the villages.* — 4 So be it, Mahatmaji/ 
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and the Mahatma patted him on the back, and through 
that touch was revealed to him as the day is revealed to 
the night the sheathless being of his soul; and Moorthy 
drew away, and as it were wiih shut eyes groped his way 
through the crowd to the bank of the river. And he 
wandered about the fields and the lanes and the canals 
and when he came back to the College that evening, 
he threw his foreign clothes and his foreign books into 
the bonfire, and walked out, a Gandhi’s man. 

That’s how it was that he returned to our village in 
the middle of the last harvest, and when Narsamma 
saw him coming down the Karwar Road, his bundle 
in his hand, she cried out, ‘ What is it, my son, that 
brings you here? * and he told her of the Mahatma he 
had seen and of the schools that were corrupt, and 
Narsamma fell upon the floor and began to weep and 
to cry, saying that she would never look upon his 
face again. But, after all, she let him stay and she was 
glad to have him at home. She said, 4 You need not 
be a Sub-Collector or an Assistant Commissioner. 
You can look after your hereditary lands and have your 
two meals a day. . . .* And the very next week there 
turned up Santapur Patwari Venkataramayya to offer 
his third daughter in marriage; but Waterfall Venkam- 
ma said that her daughter’s horoscope went incompar- 
ably better, and Nose-scratching Nanjamma said her 
granddaughter Sita was only seven years old but she 
should be married soon, if Moorthy would only say, 
‘Yes, aunt!* But Moorthy simply said he did not 
wish to marry, and when Narsamma said, 4 You arc 
a grown-up boy, Moorthy, and if you don’t marry now, 
you will take to evil ways,’ Moorthy, deferential as 
ever, said, 4 No, mother. I swear upon my holy thread 
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I shall keep pure and noble and will bring no evil to 
my ancestors.’ But every time there was a horoscope 
moving about, Narsamma always had it compared 
with Moorthy’s, for one day he would surely marry. 
He was the only son and she would have liked to close 
her eyes with an ever-lit house and sons and grandsons 
that would offer unfailing oblations to the manes. And 
when Moorthy began this Gandhi affair she was glad 
everybody talked to him and came to see him, and she 
hoped this way Maddur Coffee-Planter Venkatanara- 
yana himself would offer his daughter in marriage. 
After all Moorthy, too, had twenty-seven acres of wet 
land and fifty-four acres of dry land, and a cardamom 
garden, and a twenty-five-tree mango-grove, and a small 
coffee plantation. Surely Venkatanarayana would offer 
his daughter in marriage! And there would be such a 
grand marriage, with city band and motor cars and 
such an army of cooks, and there would be such a 
royal procession in the very heart of the city, with fire 
display and all. A real grand marriage, I tell you! 

And from the day she saw this, as if in a vision, she 
would neither sleep nor sit, and she spoke secretly of it 
to Post-Office-House Chinnamma, who was Maddur 
Coffee-Planter Venkatanarayana’s cousin and Post- 
Office Chinnamma said, ‘ Of course I shall speak to 
Venku when he comes here next,’ and she spoke of it 
to Puttamma whose sister was Coffee-Planter Venkata- 
narayana’s second wife. And the whisper went from 
house to house that Moorthy was to be married to the 
second daughter of Venkatanarayana. * Why,* said 
Temple Lakshamma, ‘ why, even the marriage-day has 
been fixed — it will be in the dark half of the Snavan 
month,* and they all said that soon the village would 
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begin to prepare vermicelli and rice-cakes and hap pa- 
lams, and they all said, ‘ This will be a fine marriage 
and we shall feast as we have never done think of it, 
a coffee-planter! ' 

But Waterfall Venkamma knew better. This good- 
for-nothing fellow, who could not even pass an 
examination and who has now taken to this pariah 
business — why, he could beg, cringe, and prostrate 
himself before the coffee-planter but he would not even 
have the dirt out of the body of his second daughter. 

* Ah, well,’ she said, ' if you want to know, 1 shall 
go straight to Narsamma herself and find it out'; and 
straight she went, her sari falling down her shaven 
head, and she walked fast, and when she came to 
Moorthy’s house she planted herself straight before his 
mother and cried, ‘ Narsamma, 1 have come to ask you 
something. You know you said you did not want my 
daughter for your son. I am glad of it now and I say to 
myself, thank heavens I didn’t tic my daughter to the 
neck of a pariah-mixer. Ah, well! I have horoscopes 
now from Bangalore and Mysore — with real B.A.s 
and M.A.s, and you will see a decent Assistant 
Commissioner take my daughter in marriage. But what 
I have come for is this: Tell me, Narsamma, it seems 
your son wants to marry Coffee-Planter Venkatanara- 
yana’s daughter. He will do nothing of the kind. God 
has not given me a tongue for nothing. And the first 
time your honoured guests come out after the marriage 
papers arc drawn, here shall I be in this corner, and I 
shall tumble upon them, I a shaven widow, and I shall 
ofTcr them a jolly good blessing-ceremony in the 
choicest of words. Do you hear that, Narsamma? Well, 
let him take care, Moorthy. And our community will 
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not be corrupted by such dirt-gobbling curs. Pariah! 
pariah! She spat at the door and walked away, to 
the consternation of Narsamma, and the whole village 
said Venkamma was not Waterfall Venkamma for 
nothing, and that Narsamma should not take it to 
heart. And when Narsamma saw her at the river the 
next day, Venkamma was as jolly as ever and she said 
she had a bad tongue and that one day she would ask 
Carpenter Kcnchayya to saw it out, and Narsamma 
said, ‘ Oh, it does not matter, sister,’ and they all talked 
together happily and they came back home, their 
baskets on their heads, content. 

But on this particular morning Venkamma was be- 
ginning to boil again. As Narsamma came forward, 
and, placing her basket on the sands, began to unroll 
her bundle, Venkamma plants herself like a banana- 
trunk in front of her and cries out: 

4 He Narsamma. Do you know what your son is 
bringing to this village? * 

1 What? ’ trembles Narsamma. 

‘ What? It’s for nothing you put forth into the 
world eleven children, if you do not even know what 
your very beloved son is always doing. I will tell you 
what he is doing: he is mixing with the pariahs like a 
veritable Mohomedan, and the Swami has sent word 
through Bhatta to say that the whole of Kanthapura 
will be excommunicated. Do you hear that? A fine 
thing, too, it is, you with your broad ash-marks and 
your queer son and his ways. If he does not stop mixing 
with the pariahs, this very hand — do you hear? — this 
very hand will give him two slaps on his cheeks and 
one on the buttocks and send him screaming to his 
friends, the pariahs. Do you hear? And I have 
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daughters to marry, and so has everybody else. If you ^ 
have none, so much the worse for you. And we shall 
stand none of this pariah affair. If he wants to go and 
sleep with these pariah whores, he can do so by all 
means. But let him not call himself a brahmin, do 
you hear? And tell him, the next time I see him in 
the Brahmin Street, he will get a jolly fine marriage- 
welcome with my broom-stick.* 

4 Oh! Calm yourself, Vcnkamma,* says Post-Office- 
House Chinnamma, the second daughter-in-law of the 
house. 4 After all it is not for a woman to hold out in 
such speech. And Bhatta has not said the village is to 
be excommunicated. It shall be only if we mix with 
the pariahs. . . .’ 

4 Oh, go away ! What do you know of the outside 
world, you kitchen queen? I know. Bhatta met me 
yesterday and he told me all about it. The Swami has 
said that if this pariah business is not stopped immedi- 
ately the village will be excommunicated.’ 

4 When, Venkamma, when? * trembled Narsamma. 

4 Ex-comm-u-ni-cation.* 

4 I told you, it was yesterday. I saw Bhatta. And he 
told me this. If not, how should I know? * 

4 Why, Venkamma,* says Chinnamma, 4 it was I 
who told it to you this morning! * 

4 Ah, my daughter of daughters, you think the cock 
only crows because of you, young woman. I listened to 
you as though I didn’t know of it. But to tell you the 
truth I knew it long ago. . . .* 

4 Truly, excommunication? * asks Narsamma. 

4 Truly? * and a tear big as a thumb ran down her 
pouchy cheeks. 4 No, not my son. No. Never will my 
son bring dishonour to his family. He has promised 
58 



me. No dishonour to his family. Never. Never.’ And 
as she began to unroll her bundle, something came 
up from her stomach to her throat, and she burst out 
sobbing. She sat herself down and she began to sob. 
Meanwhile Rangamma and her mother came along 
to the river. And they tried to console her. But no. 
Narsamma went on shivering and sobbing. 4 Oh, 
Moorthy, you must never do that ! Never ! ’ And 
Rangamma and young Ghinnamma said Moorthy 
was a fine fellow and he did nothing wrong, and if the 
Swami wanted to excommunicate him they would 
go to the city themselves and have the excommunica- 
tion taken away. But Narsamma would not listen. 

‘ Oh, Moorthy, if your departed father was alive what 
would he think of you, my son, my son, my son? . . .* 
And she hastily entered the river and took a hurried 
bath, and just wetting her clothes, she said she was 
going home. But Rangamma said, 4 Wait, aunt, I’m 
coming with you,* and they walked by the river-path 
and over the field-bunds and by the mango-grove, and 
at every step Narsamma cried out that this was a sin 
and that was a sin, and she began to weep and to beat 
her breasts; but Rangamma said nothing was the 
matter and that, when Moorthy came from toWn, 
everything would be settled ; but Narsamma would 
have nothing of it. 4 Oh, they’ll excommunicate us — 
they’ll excommunicate us, the Swami will excommuni- 
cate us,’ she said, and she rolled on the floor of her 
house while Rangamma stood by the door, help- 
less as a calf. 
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T he day dawned over the Ghats, the day rose over 
the Blue Mountain and, churning through the 
grey, rapt valleys, swirled up and swam across the 
whole air. The day rose into the air and with it rose the 
dust of the morning, and the carts began to creak round 
the bulging rocks and the coppery peaks, and the sun 
fell into the river and pierced it to the pebbles, while the 
carts rolled on and on, fair carts of the Kanthapura 
fair — fair carts that came from Maddur and Tippur 
and Santur and Kuppur, with (billies and coconut, 
rice and ragi, doth, tamarind, butter and oil, bangles 
and kumkum, little pictures of Rama and Krishna and 
Sankara and the Mahatma, little dolls for the youngest, 
little kites for the elder, and little chess pieces for the 
old — carts rolled by the Sampur knoll and down into 
the valley of the Tippur stream, then rose again and 
groaned round the Kenchamma Hill, and going 
straight into the temple grove, one by one, with lolling 
bells and muffled bells, with horn-protectors in copper 
and back-protectors in lace, they all stood there in one 
moment of fitful peace; 4 Salutations to Thee, Ken- 
chamma, goddess Supreme/ — and then the yokes 
began to shake and the bulls began to shiver and move, 
and when the yokes touched the earth, men came out 
one by one, travellers that had paid a four-anna bit 
or an eight-anna bit to sleep upon pungent tama- 
rind and suffocating chillies, travellers who would take 
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the Pappur carts to go to the Pappur mountains, the 
Sampur carts to go to the Sampur mountains, and 
some too that would tramp down the passes into the 
villages by the sea, or hurry on to Kanthapura as our 
Moorthy did this summer morning, Moorthy with a 
bundle of khadi on his back and a bundle of books in 
his arms. 

He skirted the temple flower-garden and, hurrying 
round Boranna’s Toddy Booth and crossing the high- 
way, he rushed up the village road to the Panchayat 
mound, turned to the left, followed Bhatta’s Devil’s 
field, where Paria Tippa was weeding, jumped across 
Seethamma’s stile and went straight through the 
back yard. Maybe Ratna would be at the well, he 
thought. But Ratna was not there and the rope 
hung over the pulley, solemn and covered with flies; 
so he ran over the Temple Promontory and straight 
across the Brahmin Street Corner to Rangamma’s 
house, but, seeing that Rangamma had not yet returned 
from the river, he threw the bundles into the Congress- 
room and walked back to see his mother, who sat by 
the threshold, her bundle of dirty clothes beside her, 
herself unwashed and morose. 

‘ O Mother, you are here to give warm coffee to your 
son,’ cried Moorthy, as he went over the steps and 
moved forward to fall at her feet. But she pushed him 
away and told him he should never show himself again, 
not until he had sought prayaschitta* from the Swami 
himself. 

‘Oh! to have a son excommunicated! Oh! to have 
gone to Benares and Rameshwaram and to Gaya and 
to Gokurna, and to have a son excommunicated! I 

* Purification. 
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wish I had closed my eyes with your father instead of 
living to see you polluted. Polluted! Go away, you 
pariah ! ’ 

‘ But what is all this about, Mother? ’ 

‘ What? Don’t talk like an innocent. Go and stand 
on the steps like a pariah. Let not your shadow fall on 
me — enough of it.’ 

‘ But why, Mother? ’ 

‘Why? Go and ask the squirrel on the fence! I 
don’t know. Go away and don’t you ever show your 
face to me again till you have been purified by the 
Swami.’ And she rose up and rushed down the steps, 
running through the Brahmin Street and the Potters’ 
Street, and when she was by the Aloe Lane she grew 
so violent with Pariah Bcdayya, because he would not 
stand aside to let her pass by, that she spat on him and 
shouted at him and said it was all her son’s fault, that 
he had brought shame on her family and on the com- 
munity and on the village, and she decided there and 
then that she would go to Benares and die there a holy 
death lest the evil follow her. But when she came to the 
river, they were all so occupied with their washing that 
she too began to bang her clothes on the stones, and in 
banging she grew calmer. And when she had taken 
her bath and came back home telling her beads, she 
felt the sands and the grass and the shadows so familiar 
that she went straight to the kitchen and began to 
cook as usual. But where was Moorthy? He would 
come. He was only at Rangamma’s house. Oh, he 
was no wicked child to leave the village without 
telling her. Oh, the fool that she was to have been so 
angry with him ! Age brings anger. It is just a passing 
rage. And she sat herself down to meditate, but the 
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gayathri* muttered itself out soft and fast, and now and 
r again when she opened her eyes and looked towards the 
main entrance through the kitchen door, her eyes fell 
on the royal sacred flame and the breathful flowers and 
the gods, and the walls looked angry and empty. Yes, 
Moorthy would come! And when the prayer was said 
and the rice-water was on the hearth, she walked up to 
the veranda to see if he was on Rangamma’s veranda, 
but he was not. And as Seenu was passing by the door, 
she asked him, if he went by Rangamma’s house, to tell 
Moorthy that the coflee was ready — ‘ Poor boy, he must 
be so hungry after a night in the cart! * — and she went 
in crying Rama-Rama, and a tear ran down her checks. 

Then there were footsteps at the door and they were 
heavy and odd and they were not Moorthy’s but 
Bhatta’s, and Bhatta told her that Moorthy had been 
very angry with him for having said the Swami was 
going to excommunicate him, that it was not true, that 
the Swami had only said he would excommunicate 
Moorthy if he continued with this pariah business. 
‘ And Moorthy says, “ Let the Swami do what he likes. 
1 will go and do more and more pariah work. I will go 
and eat with them if necessary. Why not? Are they not 
men like us. And the Swami, who is he? A self- 
chosen fool. He may be learned in the Vedas and all 
that. But he has no heart. He has no thinking power.” 
And what shall I say to that, Narsamma? * 

‘ He says that, learned Bhattar£? * 

‘ Yes, that is what he just told me. I was passing by 
Rangamma’s house after a peep into the temple, and 

* Gayathri. The essential part of the brahminic prayer. It 
runs thus: ‘O face of the True Sun, now hidden by a disc of 
gold, may we know thy Reality, and see thee face to face.* 
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Rangamma says, 44 Moorthy is here, and he wants to see „ 
you, Bhattar£,” and I go and I see Moorthy angry 
and disrespectful. O these unholy days, Narsamma! I 
pity you. . . .’ 

‘ Is there nothing that can be done now, Bhattar£? ’ 
asks Narsamma, her voice trembling. 

4 Nothing, Narsamma. If he goes on at this rate I 
will have to tell the Swami about it. I do not want our 
community polluted and the manes of our ancestors 
insatiate. Never, Narsamma, never. . . .’ 

4 But he is so reasonable, Bhattare. I cannot imagine 
our Moorthy saying these things, Rama-Rama. . . .* 

4 Poor Narsamma. You have never been to the city. 
You cannot even imagine the pollutions that go on 
there. It was not for nothing that Moorthy went to a 
University. Well, well, one has to close one’s eyes and 
ears, or else the food will not go down one’s throat 
these days. . . .* 

Then Moorthy comes in, and Narsamma begins to 
weep and Bhatta grows silent, and when Moorthy has 
gone to wash his feet in the bathroom, Bhatta goes 
away, leaving Narsamma shaking with sobs. Moorthy 
does not go to her, says not even a kind word. Then 
Narsamma rises, wipes her face and goes into the 
kitchen, and when the food is cooked, she lays a leaf 
in the main hall, and does not even put a glass of water 
for the libations. And she goes to the veranda, where 
Moorthy is reading and says, 

4 The leaf is laid.’ 

4 I’m coming.’ And Moorthy sits by the kitchen 
threshold and cats like a servant, in mouthfuls, slowly 
and without a word. And when he has eaten his meal, 
he goes and washes himself at the well, and Narsamma 
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munches her food alone in the kitchen, while tears run 
down her cheeks. * Oh, this Gandhi ! Would he were 
destroyed ! * 

From that day on they never spoke to each other, 
Narsamma and Moorthy. He sat and ate his food by 
the kitchen threshold and she in the kitchen, and 
everybody saw that Narsamma was growing thin as a 
oamboo and shrivelled like banana bark. But Moorthy 
went more and more into the pariah quarters, and now 
he was seen walking side by side with them, and 
then one day when Beadle Timmayya’s son Puttayya 
lost his wife, he even carried thb body for a while, 
and when everybody saw him doing this openly — for 
it was on the river path, mind you — they all cried ‘ Oh, 
he’s lost ! * And Bhatta ran down to the city that very 
morning and came back two days later with the word 
of the Swami that Moorthy was excommunicated, he, 
his family, and all the generations to come. ‘ What ! 
Never to go to the temple or to an obsequial dinner? 
Never to a marriage party, or a hair-cutting ceremony? 
. . . Oh!’ moaned Narsamma, and that very night, 
when the doors were closed and the voices had died 
away, she ran through the Brahmin Street and the 
Potters’ Street, and standing at the village gate, she 
spat once towards the east and once towards the west, 
once towards the south and once towards the north, 
and then, spitting again thrice at the pariah huts, where 
the dogs began to raise a howl, she ran over the Fig- 
Tree field bund, and she had such a shiver at the 
thought of all the ghosts and the spirits and the evil ones 
of flame, that she trembled and coughed. But there was 
something deep and desperate that hurried her on, and 
she passed by Rangamma's sugarcane field and by the 
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mango grove to the river, just where the whirlpool 
gropes and gurgles, and she looked up at the moonlit 
sky, and the winds of the night and the shadows of 
the night and the jackals of the night so pierced her 
breast that she shuddered and sank unconscious upon 
the sands, and the cold so pierced her that the next 
morning she was dead. 

They burnt her where she lay, and when the ashes 
were thrown into the river, Rangamma turns to Bhatta 
and says: 

‘ He’s alone. The obsequial ceremonies will be held 
in our house.’ 

4 What obsequies? * 

4 Why, Narsamma’s.* 

* But who will officiate? ’ 

4 You.* 

4 You can offer me a king’s daughter, but never will 
I sell my soul to a pariah.* 

But Moorthy left us that very night, and some said he 
went to Seringapatam, and some said to the Tunga- 
bhadra, and some said he went over to his brother-in- 
law of Harihar and there they did it all, but nobody 
thinks of it now and nobody talks of it, and when 
Moorthy came back he lived on in Rangamma’s house. 
They gave him food by the kitchen door as Narsamma 
did, and he still went to the pariahs, and he still gave 
them cotton to spin and yam to weave, and he taught 
them alphabets and grammar and arithmetic and Hindi, 
and now my Seenu, too, was going to go with him. 
And when Seenu would begin to teach them, Moorthy 
would go up to the Skeffington Coffee Estate, for there, 
too, were pariahs and they, too, wanted to read and 
to write. Moorthy would go there tomorrow. 
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T he Skeffington Coffee Estate rises beyond the 
Bebbur Mound over the Bear’s Hill, and hanging 
over Tippur and Subbur and Kantur, it swings round 
the Elephant Valley, and, rising to shoulder the Snow 
Mountains and the Beda Ghats, it dips sheer into the 
Himavathy, and follows on from' the Balfcpur Toll-gate 
Corner to the Kcnchamma Hill, where it turns again 
and skirts Bhatta’s Devil’s fields and Rang£ Gowda’s 
coconut garden, and at the Tippur stream it rises 
again and is lost amidst the jungle growths of the 
Horse-head Hill. Nobody knows how large it is or 
when it was founded; but they all say it is at least ten 
thousand acres wide, and some people in Kanthapura 
can still remember having heard of the Hunter Sahib 
who used his hunter and his hand to reap the first fruits 
of his plantation; and then it began to grow from the 
Bear’s Hill to Kantur Hill, and more and more coolies 
came from beneath the Ghats, and from the Bear’s Hill 
and Kantur it touched the Snow Mountains, and more 
and more coolies came; and then it became bigger 
and bigger, till it touched all the hills around our village, 
and still more and more coolies came — coolies from 
below the Ghats that talked Tamil or Telugu and who 
brought with them their old men and their children 
and their widowed women — armies of coolies marched 
past the Kenchamma Temple, half-naked, starving, 
spitting, weeping, vomiting, coughing, shivering, 
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squeaking, shouting, moaning coolies — coolies after 
coolies passed by the Kenchamma Temple, the 
maistri before them, while the children dung to 
their mothers’ breasts, the old men to their son’s arms, 
and bundles hung over shoulder and arm and arm and 
shoulder and head; and they marched on past the Ken- 
chamma Temple and up to the Skeffington Coffee 
Estate — coolies from below the Ghats, coolies, young 
men, old men, old women, children, baskets, bundles, 
pots, coolies passed on — and winding through the twists 
of the Estate path — by the Buxom-pipal bend, over the 
Devil’s Ravine Bridge, by the Parvatiwell Comer — 
they marched up, the maistri before them, the maistri 
that had gone to their village, and to the village next 
to their village, and to the village next to that, and 
that is far away, a day’s journey by road and a night’s 
journey by train and a day again in it, and then along 
the Godavery’s banks, by road and by lane and by 
footpath, there he came and offered a four-anna bit 
for a man and a two-anna bit for a woman, and they 
all said, 4 Is there rice there? ’ and he said, 4 There is 
nothing but rice around us * ; and they all said, 4 That 
is a fine country, for here, year after year, we have 
had neither rain nor canal- water, and our masters have 
left for the city ’ ; and so he gave them a white rupee 
for each and they said, 4 This is a very fine man,’ and 
they all assembled at night, and Ramanna the elder 
said, 4 Now we will go, a four-anna bit for a man and 
a two-anna bit for a woman,’ and they all said, 4 There, 
there’s rice ’ ; and the pots became empty of water and 
the sacks began to grow fat with clothes, and the pots 
on their heads and the clothes in their arms, they 
marched on and on by the Godavery, by path and by 
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lane and by road; and the trains came and they got 
into them, and the maistri bought them a handful of 
popped-rice for each and a little salted gram for each, 
and he smiled so that they all said, ‘ It will be fine 
there, a four-anna bit for a man and a two-anna bit for 
a woman/ and the maistri said, ‘ You will just pick up 
coffee seeds, just pick them up as you pick up pebbles 
by the river.* — ‘ Is that all, maistri? ’ — ‘ Of course, what 
else? And the Sahib there, he is a fine man, a generous 
man —you will see. . . .* ; and the trains moved on with 
the coolies, men, women, children; then plains came 
with dust and desert and ‘then mountains rose before 
them, blue mountains, and *the trains sneezed and 
wheezed and snorted and moved on; and the coolies 
all came out at Karwar and marched on, by the road 
and street and footpath, and they passed this way 
beneath hanging mountains, and that way over towering 
peaks, and the streamlets hissed over their shoulders 
and purred beneath their feet, and they said there were 
tigers and elephants and bears in the jungles, and when 
the children cried, the mothers said, 1 I’ll leave you here 
with the tigers; but if you don’t cry, I’ll take you over 
the mountains where you can have milk like water — 
just like water,* and the child stopped crying; and the 
nearer they came, the harder became the road and 
the stiffer the maistri, and when they had all passed by 
the Kenchamma Hill, the young men, old men, old 
women, children and mothers, the maistri stood at the 
back, and when they had all passed by the Estate 
entrance, one by one, he banged the gate behind him 
and they all walked up, coolie after coolie walked up, 
they walked up to the Skeffington bungalow. 

And when they had sate themselves down beneath the 
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hanging banyan roots beside the porch, men, women, 
and children, the bundles and baskets beside them, the 
maistri went in, and came out with the Sahib, a tall, fat 
man with golden hair, and he had spectacles large as 
your palm, and he looked this side at the men and that 
side at the women, now at the arms of Pariah Chen- 
nayya and now at the legs of Pariah Siddayya, and he 
touched Madhavanna’s son Chenna, then but a brat 
of seven, with the butt of his whip, and he laughed 
and he wanted everyone to laugh with him, and when 
the child began to cry, he looked at the child’s face and 
began to laugh at him, but the child cried more and 
more, and the Sahib rose up suddenly and went in, and 
came out with a round white peppermint and said he 
was not a bad man and that everybody would get a 
beating when they deserved one and sweets when they 
worked well. ‘Tell them that — repeat them that,* he 
said to the maistri who was standing behind him, and 
the maistri repeated, 4 The Sahib says that if you work 
well you will get sweets and if you work badly you will 
get beaten — that is the law of the place \ And they all 
rose up like one rock and fell on the ground saying, 
4 You are a dispenser of good, O Maharaja, we are the 
lickers of your feet . . and the women rose behind 
the men, and they stood fleshy with joy, and turning 
to the Sahib, Madanna’s widow Sankamma says, 
4 Sahib — we shall have a two-anna bit for each woman- 
hand and a four-anna bit for each man-hand?* And 
the maistri grew so fierce at this that he howled and spat 
at her and said his word was the word, and that he 
hadn’t a hundred and eight tongues, and Sankamma 
simply put her hand upon her stomach and gaped 
at him, while the Sahib said, ‘What is all this, 
70 



Anthony? * and Anthony said something to the 
Sahib in the Christian tongue, and the Sahib said, 
‘ You all go and settle down in your huts — and to- 
morrow be ready for work at five ! * And they all fell 
down to kiss the feet of the Sahib, and the Sahib 
fetched a few more peppermints and the children all 
ran to him and the women came running behind them, 
and the men put their hands shyly between the hands of 
the women, and at this the maistri grew so furious again 
that he beat them on the back and drove them to their 
huts by the foot of the hill. And each one took a hut to 
himself and each one began to put up a thatch for the 
one that had no thatch, a wfcll for the one that had no 
wall, a floor for the one that had no floor, and they 
spent the whole afternoon thatching and patching and 
plastering; and when the evening came they all said, 
‘ This will be a fine place to live in,* and they slept the 
sleep of princes. 


And the next morning they rise with the sun, and 
the men begin to dig pits and to hew wood and the 
women to pluck weeds and to kill vermin; and when 
the sun rises high, and one rests one’s axe for a while 
to open the tobacco-pouch, or one rests one’s basket to 
open the betel-bag, there he is, the maistri, there behind 
some jack, and he says, ‘ He, there ! What are you 
waiting for? Nobody’s marriage procession is passing. 
Do you hear?’ and when you do not pick up your 
axe or put your hand to a coffee plant, he rushes down 
the hill, crunching the autumn leaves beneath him, 
and up there by the bamboo cluster the red face of the 
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Sahib peeps out, and they all swing their arms this 
way and that and the axes squeak on the tree and the 
scissors on the leaves. But when the talkative Papamma 
opens her Ramayana and speaks of the leaks in the roofs 
and leaks in the measures and leaks in the morals, 
there’s a crunch of feet again, but it dies away into the 
silence only to rise on the top of the other shoulder 
of the hill. And they have hardly begun to work again 
when Lakkamma cries out, * H£, H£, H£, a snake ! 
a Huge snake ! a cobra ! * and rushes away to hide be- 
hind a tree. And they all leave their work and come to 
see if there is a snake and what he looks like. But he 
has disappeared into the bamboo bush; and Pariah 
Siddayya, who has been in these estates for ten years 
and more, says never mind, and explains that cobras 
never harm anyone unless you poke your fuel chip at 
them; and seating himself on a fallen log, he tells you 
about the dasara havu that is so clever that he got 
into the Sahib’s drawer and lay there curled up, and 
how, the other day, when the Sahib goes to the bath- 
room, a lamp in his hand, and opens the drawer to 
take out some soap, what does he see but our Maharaja, 
nice and clean and shining with his eyes glittering in 
the lamplight, and the Sahib, he closes the drawer 
as calmly as a prince; but by the time he is back 
with his pistol, our Maharaja has given him the slip. 
And the Sahib opens towel after towel to greet the 
Maharaja, but the Maharaja has gone on his nuptial 
ceremony and he will never be found. 

‘ Now,' continues Pariah Siddayya, mopping his face, 
* now as for water-snakes, take my word, they are as 
long as they are silly, like the tongues of our village 
hussies. They just hang over a streamlet or pond, as 
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though the whole world has closed its eyes. You can 
pick them up by their tails and swing them round and 
round, once, twice, thrice, and throw them on the 
nearest rock you find. If they don’t die, they’ll at least 
leave basket and bundle for ages to come. But the 
snake that is as short as he is wicked is the green snake. 
You would think it was a rope, but when it is beside 
a bamboo, you would say, “ Why ! it is a bamboo leaf ! ” 
That’s how our Sankamma, gathering cow-dung, put 
her hand out to remove a bamboo leaf, and what should 
the bamboo leaf do but hiss and fall upon her arm, 
where by Kenchamma’s grace she had her dung- 
basket, and he, furious, ran^back into the thicket like 
a barking puppy and left a palm’s-width of poison on 
the ground. 

* He is bad enough, the green snake, but you haven’t 
seen the flying snakes of this country. Now you know 
the cobra, the python, the green snake, the water-snake, 
the krait, and the rattlesnake, and you know how 
they move. They move like this — on the earth, like 
all living creatures. But here there’s another monster; 
he flies from tree to tree, and when your turban is just 
a little loose, and say your pate uncovered, this fine 
gentleman merely hangs down and gives you a nice 
blessing. But thank heavens it is not with us here that 
he is often found. He likes the sumptuous smell of 
cardamoms and his home is amongst them. That’s 
why. all these cardamom-garden coolies wear, you 
know, a slab thin as a cloth on their heads. There 
was that fellow Mada who died leaving three children 
and a yelling wife. There was also that Bent-legged 
Chandrayya. He died God knows how, but they found 
him in the garden, dead. This flying snake, I tell you, 
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is a sly fellow. He is not like the cobra, frank in his 
attack and never aggressive. Why, the other day there 
was Ramayya pushing the maistri’s bicycle up through 
the Wadawate Ghats, for the maistri had come up in 
a passing lorry, and the bicycle was left down at the 
Sukkur Police Station, and the maistri says “ Go and 
get it, Ramayya ”. So Ramayya goes down that night, 
and the next morning he says to himself “ Why go by 
the main road, there’s daylight and I have the bicycle- 
bell to ring if there’s anything coming ”. And so he 
takes the Kalhapur Tank- weir path, and crossing into 
the Siddapur jungles he is pushing the bicycle when 
he sees the flat footmarks of a tiger that must have 
feasted on a deer somewhere, and he says to himself, 
“ This might be difficult business,” and begins to ring 
the bell. Then, as he is just by a flowering alo€, what 
should rattle up but a huge cobra as long as this — 
that the bicycle-wheel had run down. Ramayya cried 
out, 11 Ayyo . . . Ayyoo . . .” and ran away. And 
after a whiff of breath and a thousand and eight Rama- 
Ramas, he comes back and there is no cobra nor his 
dirt there, and he takes the bicycle, and looking this 
side and that side, he runs with it along the footpath 
and no cobra pursued him. 

‘ Never, I tell you, has a cobr* bitten an innocent 
man. It was only Chennayya’s Dasappa who ever 
died of a cobra bite. But then he went and poked his 
stick into the hole, poked and poked, saying he had 
the eagle-mark on his hand and never a snake did 
harm him, but within six months Father Naga slips 
right into his hut, and, touching neither his grown-up 
daughter nor his second child, nor his suckling brat 
nor his wife who lay beside him, it gives him a good 
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bite, right near his bloody throat, and slips away God 
knows how or where. Barber Ramachandra comes in 
and wails out this chant and that chant, but he was 
not a very learned man in his charms, and Dasappa 
bloody well croaked. . . .’ 

And so he goes on, Siddayya, telling story after story, 
looking to this side and that for signs of the maistri, 
and they all lime their betel leaves and twist the 
tobacco leaves and munch on, when suddenly there 
Is neither crunch nor cough, but the maistri’s cane 
has touched Vanamma and Siddamma and Puttayya, 
and everyone is at his axe or scissors and never a word 
is said. And they work onrwith axe and scissors till the 
sun’s shadow is dead, and then they go back to their 
huts to gobble ragi paste and pickles, and when the 
maistri’s whistle pierces the air, they rise and go, each 
one to his pit and plant. 


But the afternoon sun is heavy and piercing and as 
each axe splits the wood or as each pick tears the earth, 
from head and armpit and waist the perspiration flows 
down the body, and when the eyes are hot and the head 
dizzy, Rachanna and Chandranna and Madanna and 
Siddayya lean back against the trunks of the jacks, and 
the freckled, hard bark sweats out a whiff of moisture 
that brings out more perspiration and then the body 
grows dry and balmed; but when the eyes seek the 
livid skies across the leaves, there is something dark and 
heavy rising from the other side of the hill, something 
heavy and hard and black, and the trees begin 
suddenly to tremble and hiss, and as Rachanna and 
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Chandranna and Madanna and Siddayya strike their 
axes against the wood, there is a gurgle and grunt from 
behind the bamboo cluster — and the gurgle and grunt 
soar up and swallow in the whole sky. The darkness 
grows thick as sCigar in a cauldron, while the bamboos 
creak and sway and whine, and the crows begin to 
wheel round and flutter, and everywhere dogs bark 
and calves moo, and then the wind comes so swift 
and dashing that it takes the autumn leaves with it, 
and they rise into the juggling air, while the trees bleat 
and blubber. Then drops fall, big as the thumb, and 
as the thunder goes clashing like a temple cymbal 
through the heavens, the earth itself seems to heave up 
and cheep in the monsoon rains. It chums and 
splashes, beats against the tree-tops, reckless and wilful, 
and suddenly floating forwards it bucks back and spits 
forward and pours down upon the green, weak coffee 
leaves, thumping them down to the earth, and then 
playfully lounging up, the coffee leaves rising with it, 
and whorling and winnowing, spurting and rattling, 
it jerks and snorts this side and that; and as Rachanna 
and Madanna and Chandranna and Siddayya stand 
beside the jacks, the drops trickle down the peeling 
bark, then touch the head; then the back and the 
waist, and once when the trees have all groaned down 
as though whipped to a bow, there is such a swish 
of spray that it soaks their dhotis and their turbans, 
and they stand squeezing them out. Then somewhere 
there is a lightning again and suddenly the whole 
Himavathy valley becomes as clear as under the moon, 
and in Kanthapura the smoke is seen to rise from every 
house and curl round the golden dome of the temple, 
and the streets look red and clear and flat, except for 
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a returning cow or courtyard cart. Then the darkness 
again and the trees bend and shiver and the bamboos 
creak. 

‘ He, this wretch ! What’s all this noise about? * asks 
Madariha of Siddayya. 

4 Ah, in this country it’s like this/ says Siddayya. 
‘ And once it begins there is no end to her tricks. . . / 
4 Hm! * 

And from the bamboo cluster the voices of women 
are heard, and high up there, on the top of the hill, the 
Sahib is seen with his cane and his pipe, and his big 
heavy coat, bending down to look at this gutter and 
that. The rain swishes round and pours, beating against 
the tree-tops, grinding by the tree-trunks and racing 
down the waving paths. It swings and swishes, beats 
and patters, and then there is but one downpour, one 
steady, full, ungrudging pour. And somewhere is heard 
a whistle, the maistri’s whistle, which whines and 
whines, and Siddayya says to Madanna, 4 That’s for 
us to go home,’ and 4 H&-ho,’ 4 H£-ho,’ the husbands 
call to their wives, fathers to their daughters, mothers 
to their sons, and elder brother to younger brother, 
and through slush and stream they move on, men and 
women and children, squeezing their clothes and wiping 
their hair, and the rain pours on and on, a steady* 
full, ungrudging rain. 

4 It’s like this in the mountains.* 

4 How long? * 

4 One day, two days, three days. . , . And till then 
eat and sleep with your woman, sleep with your 
woman and eat. . . .* 

4 Fine thing . . . this rain. . . .* 

It poured just three nights and four days — the 
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south-west rain. 

And when the days became broad and the sky be- 
came blue as a marriage shawl, men and women and 
children rose again with the whistle to go to work — 
but for Rachanna’s child, Venki, seven years old, and 
Siddanna’s wife, Sati, the same who had had the 
stomach-ache in the train, and Sampanna’s sister-in- 
law, and Mada’s two children. They all lay on their 
mats; for on the night before, they all had chills, and 
the chills rose and rose, while every dhoti, coat and 
turban and blanket was heaped on them, and yet the 
chill was piercing as ever. And then came fever, 
leaping, flaming fever, and the whole night they grinned 
and grit their teeth, and they cried for water and 
water and water, but the elders said, 4 No, no one 
drinks water when he has fever,’ and with the morning 
the fever went down, but a weakness remained which 
made- their heads dizzy and their stomachs nauseating. 

4 Oh, it’s the fever of this country/ Siddayya ex- 
plained. 4 It’s always like this. It harms no one. It 
comes every two days and goes away, and when you 
know it better, you can work with it as well as any.’ 

But this morning they would not work. It simply 
made them vomit at every step. When the Sahib heard 
of it he sent a new man, who looked just as tall and as 
city-bred as the maistri, and he gave them eight pills 
each, eight pills for two days, and said if they took 
them, well, the fevers would die away. But 4 Don’t 
bother to swallow them/ explained Siddayya. 4 They 
are as bitter as the neem-leaves and the fever will come 
just the same. The Sahib says that in his country they 
are always used for fever. But he does not know our 
country, does he? ’ And the women said, 4 That is so 
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— what docs he know about us? * And Siddanna’s wife, 
Sati, asked her neighbour Satamma, who had lived 
there for one year and more, what goddess sanctified 
the neighbouring region, and when Satamma said it 
was our Kenchamma, she tore a rag from her sari 
fringe, and put into it a three-pice bit and a little 
rice and an areca nut, and hung it securely to the roof. 
And, of course, she woke up the next morning to find 
no fever at all, though Madanna’s second child still had 
it, hot, very hot. ‘ Oh, it’s the grace of Kenchamma,’ 
she said to Madanna; so Madanna did the same, but 
the fever would not go. And so he said he would try 
the Sahib’s pill, but his wife said, ‘ If the gods are 
angry — they’ll take away not only your children but 
yourself, Oh, you man . . .’ and he, frightened, beat 
his cheeks and asked pardon of Sri Kenchamma. But 
he had had a wicked thought. Kenchamma would not 
forgive him. Fever on fever came, and the poor child’s 
ribs began to show and its belly to swell, and one day 
as he was just going to sleep, the child began to say 
this and that wildly and they all said, * Go and call 
the Sahib,’ and when the Sahib came, the child shivered 
and died in his arms. And the Sahib grew so fierce 
that he gave Madanna a whipping there and then, 
and ordered that everybody should by his command 
take six pills a day. Some took them but others threw 
them into the back yard, and the maistri-looking man 
who had brought them said, ‘ If you don’t take it, it 
does not matter. But never tell the Sahib you don’t, 
and let me use it for myself ’ ; and the women said, 
4 Of course ! Of course ! * But one by one in this house 
and that, in this line and that, fevers came, and when 
it was not fever it was stomach-ache and dysentery, 
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and when it was not dysentery it was cough; and one 
thing or the other, such things as were never heard 
of in the plains. 

‘ On the Godavery it’s not like this, is it, Father 
Siddayya? ’ 

‘ No, brother. But this wretch of a rain,’ and draw- 
ing away his hookah, he spat the south-west way. 

But the south-west rain went flying away, and then 
came the north-east wind and it blew and blew until 
the thatches were torn away and the walls felled; and 
then it dripped, fine, endless, unflooding rain, whilst 
the fevers still came and went. Then Madanna’s second 
child died, too, and two days later Sidda’s father 
Ramayya, and Venka’s old mother — and just as 
children began to fall out of their mothers’ wombs, 
children, men, and women were going away and were 
buried or burnt on the banks of the Himavathy. 

Then Pariah Rangayya said, ‘ We’ll make three 
hundred rupees in all — three hundred rupees each, and 
we shall take our money and scuttle down the passes 
like kitchen bandicoots; and once we arc there we’ll 
throw over a few clods of earth, and grass won’t grow 
where the rice is thrown. . . .’ 

‘ Ah, you have much mind,’ laughed Siddayya 
quietly, sucking away at his hookah. 4 We all said 
that. . . 

‘ Why not, uncle? We earn four annas a day for 
each man-hand and that makes one rupee twelve annas 
a week, and that makes seven rupees eight annas a 
month. That’s what we make, and throwing in the 
three rupees or so that our women make, and the little 
that the brats make, and taking from all this our five 
rupees for ragi and rice water, the rest is all with the 
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Sahib. And what after all is the railway fare we owe 
to the maistri — we still can have our three hundred 
rupees to take back with us? Now, isn’t that true, 
uncle? * 

‘ Well, so be it ! * said Siddayya, and walked away 
silently. He knew that when one came to the Blue 
Mountain one never left it. But for Satanna and 
Sundarayya, who had not brought their women with 
them, and had sworn before the goddess, ‘ Goddess, 
break my legs if ever we seek the toddy booth \ For 
once you get there, the white, frothy toddy rises to the 
eyes, and as Timmayya’s Madayya beats the drum and 
everybody sings, 

Laugh, laugh, laugh away, 

The King of Heaven is coming, 

Hi, the King of Heaven is coming, 

Say, Bodhayya; 

The King of Heaven is coming, 

pot after pot of toddy is brought to you, and you drink 
and you sway your shoulders this way and that, and 
vou cry out, 1 Well done ! Well done for our Madayya! * 

. . . And the King of Heaven is coming. 

And money goes this way and that, and there are 
marriages and deaths and festivals and caste-dinners, 
and a sheep costs five rupees now, and Rama Chetty 
sells fine rice at three seers and a half a rupee, and 
butter is twelve annas a seer; and then so much for 
the maistri for procuring an advance, and so much 
for Butler Sylvester for stolen fuel, and so much for 
Bhatta’s interest charges, for if your woman has put 
forth a she-goat, a she-goat needs a he-goat, and a he- 
goat, well you have to weigh it out in gold. And gold 
has wiles as a wanton woman has wiles. ‘ Three 
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hundred rupees! Well, if he’ll have it, let hiru have it. 
This much 1 know, nobody who sets foot on the Blue 
Mountain ever leaves it. That is her law! * 

For ten years deaths and births and marriages have 
taken place, and no one that came from the Godavery 
has ever gone back to it. And the old Sahib is dead, 
and the new one, his nephew, has not only sent away 
many an old maistri and man, but he has bought this 
hill and that, and more and more coolies have flowed 
into the Skeffington Coffee Estate. He is not a bad 
man, the new Sahib. He does not beat like his old 
uncle, nor does he refuse to advance money; but he 
will have this woman and that woman, this daughter 
and that wife, and every day a new one and never the 
same two within a week. Sometimes when the weeds 
arc being pulled or the vermin killed, he wanders into 
the plantation with his cane and pipe and puppy, and 
when he sees this wench of seventeen or that chit of 
nineteen, he goes to her, smiles at her, and pats her on 
her back and pats her on her breasts. And at this all the 
women know they have to go away, and when they have 
disappeared, he lies down there and then, while the 
puppy goes round and round them, and when the thing 
is over he takes her to his bungalow and gives her a 
five-rupee note or a basket of mangoes or plantains, 
and he sends her home to rest for two days. But 
when the girl says 4 Nay,’ and begins to cry at his 
approach, he whistles, and .the maistri Is there, and 
he asks the maistii, 4 To whom does this wench belong? ’ 
and the maistri says, 4 She’s Sampanna’s granddaughter,* 
or 4 She’s Kittayya’s young wife,’ or 4 She’s to be 
married to Dasayya the One-eyed ’ ; and that night 
Sampanna or Kittayya or Dasayya is informed of it, 



and if he doesn’t send her, a week’s salary Is cut, and 
if he doesn’t send her then, still more money is cut, 
and if he still doesn’t send her, he’ll get a whipping, 
and the maistri will entice the wench with this or that 
and bring her to the master. It’s only when it is a 
brahmin clerk that the master is timid, and that since 
the day Seetharam wouldn’t send his daughter. The 
master got so furious that he came down with his 
revolver, and the father was in the back yard and the 
young son shouted out, 4 The Sahib is there, the Sahib,’ 
and as Seetharam hears that, he rushes to the door, 
and the Sahib says, ‘ I want your daughter Mira,’ and 
Seetharam says, ‘ I’m a brahmin. I would rather die 
than sell my daughter.’ — 4 Impudent brute! ’ shouts the 
Sahib, and bang ! the pistol-shot tears through the 
belly of Seetharam, and then they all come one by one, 
this maistri and that butler, and they all say, 4 Master, 
this is not to be done.’ And he says 4 Go to hell ! ’ and 
he takes his car and goes straight to town to see the 
District Superintendent of Police and there is a case, 
and it drags on and on, and the Sahib says he will pay 
one thousand five hundred rupees, two thousand rupees 
as damages to the widow and children. But he paid 
neither one thousand five hundred nor two thousand, 
for the Red-Man’s Court forgave him. But everybody 
in the Skeffington Coffee Estate knows now he’ll never 
touch a brahmin girl. And when a pariah says 4 No,’ 
he hardly ever sends the maistri to drag her up at night. 

That is why, when Bad£ Khan came, the Sahib said 
to himself, 4 This will be a fine thing — a policeman on 
the spot is always useful ’. And so it is, for Bad& Khan 
has just to sneeze or cough and everybody will say, 4 1 
lick your feet ! ’ No, not exactly. Those brahmin clerks 
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Gangadhar and Vasudev go straight in front of him 
and do not care for the beard of Bade Khan. They 
are city beys, you see. And when they are there even 
Rachanna and Sampanna and other pariahs say, ‘ Let 
Bade Khan say what he likes, our learned ones are 
here. . . .’ And it is they indeed, Gangadhar and 
Vasudev, that took the pariahs down to Kanthapura 
for the bhajans, and it is they that asked our learned 
Moorthy to come up. They said the pariahs must 
learn to read and to write, and when they can do this 
they can speak straight to the Sahib and ask for this 
and that, money and material and many holidays. 
Why should not Pariah Rachanna and Sampanna learn 
to read and to write? They shall. And Bad& Khan 
can wave his beard and twist his moustache. What 
is a policeman before a Gandhi’s man? Tell me, does 
a boar stand before a lion or a jaejeal before an elephant? 
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M oorthy is coming up tonight. In Rachanna’s 
house and Madanna’s house, in Sampanna’s and 
Vaidyanna’s the vessels are already washed and the 
embers put out, and they all gather together by 
Vasudev’s tin-shed in the brahmin lines to meet 
Moorthy. Now and again there is a rustle of leaves 
and it is One-eyed Nanjayya or Chennayya’s daughter 
Madi, who is coming up from the lines, and once they 
are in the courtyard, they seat themselves on the earth 
and begin to whisper to their neighbours. Inside the 
house of Vasudev is seen a faint oil-light, and his 
widowed mother is seen to serve him his evening meal. 
The brass vessels shimmer and shake, and then there is 
only the long, moving shadow on the wall. There, in 
•the streaming starlight, Kanthapura floats like a night- 
procession of the gods over still waters, and up the 
Bebbur Mound is seen a wavering lantern light. That’s 
surely he. Yes, he’s coming. He will be here soon. 

‘ Learned One, he is coming,’ cries out Rachanna, 
looking towards Vasudev’s shed. ‘ Can’t you shut your 
mouth, you pariah!’ shouts back Vasudev’s mother. 
* You always want to pollute the food of brahmins with 
your evil tongues.’ — Rachanna docs not care. She’s an 
old sour-milk, she is! Vasudevappa docs not speak like 
that, docs he? Then there is a rustle of leaves again 
and the heavy tread of Bade Khan’s boots is heard. 
He skirts Vasudev’s courtyard, and with his lathi in 
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his hand and his mongrel before him, he passes on along 
the main path down the hill towards the gate. Between 
the creak of bamboos is heard the creak of the gate, 
and after that ttfere is nothing but the creak of bamboos 
again and the whispered chatter of men. 

The moving light is seen by the Tortoise-rock and it 
dips now into the watery rice fields and now into the 
wake river, and sometimes it rises sheer across the 
plateau into the tree-tops of the Skeffington Coffee 
Estate. Then it swings back again, and dies quickly 
into the Bebbur jungle growth. 

Moorthy will soon be here. 


But Moorthy will not come tonight. Vasudev has 
finished his meal, and has washed his hands, and as he 
comes out Gangadhar Is there with his son and his 
brother-in-law, and they all look towards the valley, 
where there is nothing but a well-like silence and the 
scattered whiffs of fireflies. From behind the Bebbur 
jungle comes the mournful cry of jackals, and from 
somewhere beyond the Puppur mountains comes the 
grunt of a cheetah or tiger, and the carts are already 
seen to pull up the Mena Ghats. Everybody goes from 
this side to that, and Rachanna swears he has seen the 
light and Madanna says he has seen it, too, and they 
all rise up, and Rachanna says he will go and look 
near the gate, and Madanna says he will go, too, and 
young Vcnku and Ranga both say, * I’m coming with 
you, Uncle,’ and when they arc all at the gate they 
hear a grunt and a growl, and a soft whispering answer, 
and Rachanna cries out 4 Who’s there? ’ — ‘ Why, your 
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wife’s lover, you son of my woman,’ spits back Bade 
Khan — and when they are near, they see the lantern 
light creeping up the banyan-roots, and a white 
shadow beneath them, and Rachanna says that must 
be he. 

‘ Learned master Moorthy? ’ 

‘ Yes, Rachanna.’ 

‘ Stitch up your mouth. Do you hear? ’ 

k I am a free man, Police Sahib. I can speak,’ says 
Moorthy. 

‘ Free man you may be in your palace. But this is 
the Skeffington Coffee Estate. And theSe arc Skeffington 
Coffee Estate coolies. You’d better take care of your 
legs. I’ve orders.’ 

‘ Coolies are men, Police Sahib. And according to 
the laws of your own Government and that of Mr 
Skeffington no man can own another. I have every 
right to go in. They have every right to speak to me.’ 

‘ You will not cross this gate.’ 

‘I shall!’ 

Meanwhile Vasudev has arrived, and behind him 
Gangadhar and the men and the women, and from 
behind the bamboo cluster the maistri too, and the 
butlers from the bungalow, and then there is such a 
battle of oaths — ‘ son of concubine ’ — ‘ son of a widow ’ 
— ‘ I’ll sleep with your wife ’ — 4 you donkey’s husband ’ 
— ‘ you ass ’ — 4 you pig ’ — 4 you devil * — and such a 
shower of spittle and shoes, and 4 Brother, stop there * 
— ‘ No, not till I’ve poured my shoe-water through his 
throat ’ — ‘ No, no, calm yourself ’ — 4 Oh, you bearded 
monkey ’ — 4 Oh, you pariah-log,’ and as Moorthy forces 
himself up, Bad£ Khan swings round and — Bang! — his 
lathi has hit Moorthy and his hands are on Moorthy’s 
c 87 



tuft, and Rachanna and Madanna cry out ‘At him! * 
and they all fall on Bade Khan and tearing away the 
lathi, bang it on his head. And the maistri comes 
to pull them off and whips them, and the women 
fall on the maistri and tear his hair, while Moorthy 
cries out, ‘ No beatings, sisters. No beatings, in the 
name of the Mahatma.* But the women are fierce 
and they will tear the beard from Badfc Khan’s face. 
Gangadhar and Vasudcv go up to the pillars of the 
gate and cry ‘ Calm ! Calm ! ’ Bade Khan, spitting 
and kicking, says he will have every one of them 
arrested, and as the maistri whips the coolies up the 
Estate path, Vasudev leads Moorthy away down to 
Kanthapura and spends the night there. 

The next morning the maistri is there at Rachanna’ s 
door: ‘You will clear out of here, instantly! * and 
Rachanna’s old wife falls at the feet of the maistri and 
begs him to let them stay on, and she falls again at his 
feet and wriggles before him, but Rachanna drags her 
away and tells her to pack the baskets and bundles, and 
turns to the maistri and says, ‘ You owe me seventy-six 
rupees in cash,’ and the maistri laughs and answers, 
‘ You have the tongue to ask that too? * and Rachanna 
says he will not leave his hut till he’s paid, and at this 
the maistri goes away and comes back with Bade Khan 
and the butlers, and with the whip on his back and 
the kick on the buttocks, they drive him and his wife 
and his two orphaned grandchildren to the gate and 
throw their clay-pots after them. Neither Puttamma 
nor Papamma nor old Siddayya, who were working by 
the bamboo cluster, turn towards Rachanna. ‘Thoo! 
Thoo! Thoo!’ spits Rachanna, looking towards them, 
and with his grumbling wife behind him and the little 


88 



ones in his arms, he goes down the path over the 
Devil’s Ravine bridge and by the Parvati well and 
beneath the Buxom pipal-tree, and turning by the 
Kenchamma grove, they all fall flat in prostration 
before the goddess and say, ‘ Goddess Kenchamma, oh, 
do not leave us to eat dust! ’ Then they rise up and 
tramp up the Ghat Road to Kanthapura. They go to 
Moorthy and Moorfhy takes them to Patel Rang£ 
Gowda, and Range Gowda says, 4 We’ll show our 
mountain tricks to the bearded goat,’ and he goes to 
Beadle Timmayya and says, ‘ Give him shelter and 
water and fire, Timmayya! ’ and Timmayya gives him 
a place in the back yard, and as Rachanna builds his 
hut, the woman goes with the other women to pound 
rice, and that is how Rachanna came to live with us. 
And as everybody saw, from that time Moorthy grew 
more sorrowful and calm, and it was then, too, that he 
began his ‘ Don’t-touch-the-Government campaign \ 
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A nd this is how it all began. That evening Moorthy 
speaks to Rangamma on the veranda and tells her 
he will fast for three days in the temple, and Rangamma 
says, ‘ What for, Moorthy? ’ and Moorthy says that 
much violence had been done because of him, and that 
were he full of the radiance of ahimsa such things 
should never have happened, but Rangamma says, 
‘That was not your fault, Moorthy!’ to which he 
replies, ‘ The fault of others, Rangamma, is the fruit 
of one’s own disharmony,’ and silently he walks down 
the steps, and walks up to the temple, where, seated 
beside the central pillar of the mandap, he begins to 
meditate. And when tl^e evening meal is over Ran- 
gamma comes to find our Seenu, and lantern in hand 
and with a few bananas in her s&ri fringe, she goes to 
the temple, and Moorthy, when he sees the light, smiles 
and asks what it is all about. Rangamma simply 
places, the bananas before him and stands waiting for 
a word from him. Moorthy lifts up the bananas and 
says, 4 1 will drink but three cups of salted water each 
day, and that I shall procure myself. I shall go to 
the river and get water, and tomorrow if you can get 
me a handful of salt, that is all I ask.’ 

At this Rangamma lets fall a tear, and Seenu, who 
has been silent and has been looking away towards 
the sanctum and the idols and the candelabras and the 
flowers, turns towards Moorthy and says, 4 No, 
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Moorthy, this is all very well for the Mahatma, but 
not for us poor creatures,’ to which Moorthy answers 
calmly, ‘ Never mind — let me try, I will not die of it, 
will I? ’ And Rangamma says this and Seenu says 
that, and there is no end to the song. Then Rama* 
krishnayya himself comes to take Rangamma away and 
he says, ‘ Let the boy do what he likes, Ranga. If he 
wants to rise lovingly to God and burn the dross of 
the flesh through vows, it is not for us sinners to say 
“ Nay, nay and after a hurried circumambulation 
of the temple, they go down the Promontory and hurry 
back home. 

Moorthy said his gayathri thrice a thousand and 
eight times, and when the sanctum lights began to 
flicker he spread out his upper cloth on the floor and 
laid himself down. Sleep slowly came over him, and 
so deep was his rest that people were already moving 
about in the streets when he awoke. He rose quickly 
and hurried down to the river and hurried back again 
and, seated by the central pillar, began once more to 
meditate. People came and people went; they banged 
the bell and touched the Bull and took the flowers, 
and still did Moorthy enter deeper and deeper into 
meditation; and it was only Waterfall Vcnkamma who 
roused him with her loud laughter : 1 Ah, the cat has 
begun to take to asceticism,’ says she, ‘ only to commit 
more sins. He son! when did you begin to lie to your 
neighbours? As though it were not enough to have 
polluted our village with your pariahs! Now you want 
to pollute us with your gilded purity! Wait! Wait! 
When you come out of this counting of beads, I shall 
give you a fine welcome with my broomstick! ’ But 
as Moorthy docs not move, she puts her hand into her 
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clothes-basket, and taking out a wet roll of sari, she 
holds it over his head and squeezes it. 4 This is an 
oblation to thee, pariah! ’ says she, and as she sees 
Rangamma’s sister Scethamma drawing near, she laughs 
at Moorthy and laughs again, and then she jabbers 
and shouts and goes away, still chattering to herself. 
Moorthy loosens his limbs and, holding his breath, says 
to himself, ‘ I shall love even my enemies. The 
Mahatma says we should love even our enemies,’ and 
closing his eyes tighter, he slips back into the foldlcss 
sheath of the Soul, and sends out rays of love to the 
east, rays of love to the west, rays of love to the north, 
rays of love to the south, and love to the earth below 
and to the sky above, and he feels such exaltation 
creeping into his limbs and head that his heart begins 
to beat out a song, and the song of Kabir comes into 
his mind: 

The road to the City of Love is hard, brother, 

It's hard, 

Take care, take care, as you walk along it. 

Singing this his exaltation grows and grows, and tears 
come to his eyes. And when he opens them to look 
round, a great blue radiance seems to fill the whole 
earth, and dazzled, he rises up and falls prostrate before 
the god, chanting Sankara’s ‘ Sivoham, Sivoham. I 
am Siva. I am Siva. Siva am I.’ 

Then he sat himself down by the central pillar and 
slipped back into meditation. Why was it he could 
meditate so deeply? Thoughts seemed to ebb away to 
the darkened shores and leave the illumined conscious- 
ness to rise up into the back of the brain, he had 
explained to Seenu. Light seemed to rise from the 

92 



far horizon, converge and creep over hills and fields 
and trees, and rising up the Promontory, infuse itself 
through his very toes and finger-tips and rise to the 
sun-centre of his heart. There was a vital softness 
about it he had hardly ever felt. Once, however, in 
childhood he had felt that vital softness — once, as he 
was seated by the river, while his mother was washing 
the clothes, and the soft leap of the waters over smooth 
boulders so lulled him to quiet that he closed his eyes, 
and his closed eyes led him to say his prayers, and he 
remembered the child Prahlada who had said Hari was 
everywhere, and he said to himself, ‘ I shall see Hari, 
too,’ and he had held his breath hushed, and the beat- 
ing of the clothes sank into his ears, and the sunshine 
sank away into his mind, and his limbs sank down into 
the earth, and then there was a dark burning light in 
the heart of the sanctum, and many men with beards 
and besmeared with holy ashes stood beside the idol, 
silent, their lips gently moving, and he, too, entered 
the temple like a sparrow, and he sat on a handle of 
the candelabra, and as he looked fearfully at the Holy, 
floods suddenly swept in from all the doorways of the 
temple, beating, whirling floods, dark and bright, and 
he quietly sank into them and floated away like child 
Krishna on the pipal leaf. But it was so bright every- 
where that he opened his eyes and he felt so light and 
airy that his mother looked near and small like one 
at the foot of a hill. And up there over the mountains 
there was nothing but light and that cool, blue-spread- 
ing light had entered his limbs. And that very evening 
he said to his mother, 4 Mother, now you can throw 
me down the mountains,’ and she asked, 4 Why, my 
son? ’ and he answered, * Why, mother, because Hari 
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will fly down and hold me in his arms as I roll down 
the mountains. And if you send elephants to kill me, 
the elephants will stand by and say, “ This is Hari’s 
child,” and lift me up with their trunks and scat me 
on their backs and throw a garland round my neck. 
And the poison you will give me in the cup of death 
will become the water of flowers, for, Mother, I have 
seen Hari. . . .’ 

The next time he felt like that was when we had 
those terrible floods, and he had, he told us later, 
seated himself by the river and said, ‘ I may be 
drowned, but I shall not rise, Mother Himavathy, till 
thy waters arc sunk down to thy daily shores \ And 
who will say the waters did not sink back that very 
evening? But no other such vision of the Holy had 
he till that holy vision of the Mahatma. 

But this morning his soul sounded deeper still. Why? 
— he began to ask himself. No answer came, but he 
merged deeper into himself and radiance poured out of 
his body and he seemed to rise sheer into the air. He 
floated and floated in it, and he felt he could fly so far 
and so free that he felt a terror strike his being and, 
suddenly perspiring, he drew his soul back to the earth, 
and, opening his eyes, touched his limbs and felt his 
face and hit the floor to feel he was alive. But he had 
caught a little of that primordial radiance, and through 
every breath more and more love seemed to pour out 
of him. 

That was \vhy, when Ratna came to see him, he felt 
there was something different in his feelings towards 
her. Her smile did not seem to touch his heart with 
delicate satisfaction as it did before. She seemed some- 
thing so feminine and soft and distant, and the idea 
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that he could ever think of her other than as a sister 
shocked him and sent a shiver down his spine. But 
Ratna looked at him sadly and shyly, and whispered, 
4 Is there anything I can do? * and Moorthy answered, 
4 Tray with me that the sins of others may be purified 
with our prayers She could hardly grasp his idea. 
She was but fifteen. Praying seemed merely to fall 
flat before the gods in worship. So she said she would 
make ten more prostrations before the gods, and when 
her mother came along, she stood silent, and once 
Sccthamma had finished her circumambulations, they 
smiled to Moorthy and walked back home. 

Rangamma came as the cattle were being driven to 
the fields, and she brought with her a handful of salt. 
Moorthy poured a little water into his tumbler, and 
throwing in a pinch of salt, swallowed it all, crying 
Rama-Krishna, Rama-Krishna. But the coolness in his 
empty stomach made him shiver. Then a warmth rose 
in his veins and he felt strength streaming into his 
limbs. Rangamma again tried to persuade him to eat 
a little — 4 just not to be too weak, for even the dharma 
sastras permit it , 5 she said. But Moorthy had little 
strength to answer her, and he simply smiled back, 
saying, 4 Nay \ And when she came back in the 
evening there were already around Moorthy, Pariah 
Rachanna and Beadle Timmayya and Patel Range 
Gowda, and Dore, who had just come back from one 
of his tours. And Dore laughed and mocked at 
Moorthy, saying it was not for a University fellow to 
play all these grandma’s tricks. But they silenced him. 
And then there were also there the other boys Kittu 
and Ramu and Postmaster’s Seetharamu and our 
Seenu and Devaru’s son Subbu, and Moorthy sat 
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amongst them smiling and calm, saying a word now 
and again. But strength was going out of his breath 
and his face began to grow shiny and shrivelled, and 
when dusk fell they all left him, and it was only 
Rangamma that went to sit near him for one moment 
in silence. ‘ The great enemy is in us, Rangamma,’ 
said Moorthy, slowly, 4 hatred is in us. If only we 
could not hate, if only we would show fearless, calm 
affection towards our fellow men, wc would be stronger, 
and not only would the enemy yield, but he would be 
converted. If I, I alone, could love Bade Khan, I 
am sure our cause would win. Maybe — I shall love 
him — with your blessings! ’ Rangamma did not under- 
stand this, neither, to tell you the truth, did any of 
us. We would do harm to no living creature. But to 
love Bad£ Khan — no, that was another thing. We 
would not insult him. We would not hate him. But 
we could not love him. How could we? He was not 
my uncle’s son, was he? And even if he were. . . . 

The next day Moorthy was weaker still. But Bhatta, 
furious that Moorthy was pretending to be pious, tried 
to talk to him, and when Moorthy, smiling, just said, 
4 Bhattare, I am weak : I shall explain this to you 
another time,’ Bhatta had then insulted him and had 
sworn he would beat the drum and denounce this cat’s 
conversion to asceticism. But Moorthy simply smiled 
back again, for love was growing in him. 

On the third day such exaltation came over him that 
he felt blanketed with the pariah and the cur. He 
felt he could touch the stones and they would hang 
to his hands, he felt he could touch a snake and it 
would spread its sheltering hood above him. But as 
he rose he felt such a dizziness enter his head that he 
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had to hold to the wall to move, and when he sat 
down after the morning prayers he felt his heart beating 
itself away. His eyes dimmed and the whole temple 
seemed to shake and sink, and the fields rose up with 
crops and canals and all and stood in the air while the 
birds seemed to screech in desolation. And as he lay 
back on his mat, a languor filled his limbs and he felt 
the earth beneath him quaking and splitting. When 
he awoke he saw Rangamma and our Seenu and Ratna 
all in tears, and he moved his head and asked 4 What’s 
all this? ’ and Rangamma, so happy that he had at last 
awakened from his swoon, smiled back at him and 
said there was nothing the matter, and as he turned 
towards the courtyard he saw Pariah Rachanna and 
Lingayya standing with joined palms. Something was 
the matter, thought Moorthy, and holding to the pillar 
he slowly sat up, and he saw the sunshine flooding 
through the valley, while the bulls and buffaloes were 
husking paddy by the hay-stacks, and the canal water 
ran muddy as ever, and up the Bebbur Mound the 
empty footpath, quivering in the heat, ran up into 
the Skeffington Coffee Estate. Then suddenly he broke 
into a fit of sobs, and they stood round him and asked, 
4 What’s the matter? What? ’ and Moorthy would not 
answer. For somewhere behind the dizzy blare was a 
shadow that seemed to wail like an ominous crow, and 
he broke into sobs in spite of himself. Then Rangamma 
took an orange from her sari-hem and offered it to 
Moorthy imploringly, and Moorthy looked at it 
distraught. 

‘ An orange. This is an orange, Rangamma. And 
I cannot eat an orange,’ he said, and Rangamma 
thought, ‘ Well, he has lost his reason.’ But Moorthy 

97 



grew calmer, and he said, ‘ Give me a little salted water. 
There is river water in this pot.’ And as they gave 
to him, he held the tumbler long in his hands, and then 
slowly lifting it up to his lips, he drank one gulp, then 
another, and then another, and at each sip he seemed 
to feel light coming to his eyes, and such perspiration 
poured out from him that he laid himself down and 
covered himself gently, and sank back to sleep, and 
Rangamma said to Ratna, ‘ Sit in the courtyard, my 
daughter, and watch when he wakes. I have to go 
and cook/ At which Ratna was so happy and so proud 
that she sat by the Bull and began to pray. ‘ God, 
God,’ she said, ‘ keep him strong and virtuous, and 
may he rise out of this holier and greater; God, I shall 
offer ten coconuts and a kumkum worship. God, keep 
him alive for me.’ Then she rose and fell prostrate 
before the gods in the sanctum. 

By the evening, the critical period being over, 
Moorthy felt stronger and he said to Rangamma, 
‘ Rangamma, if we had a bhajan this evening? * and 
Rangamma said, ‘ But Moorthy, you are weak * — to 
which Moorthy replied, ‘ No, I’m weak no more. And 
if I am weak, Seenu will lead the bhajan.* And as 
dusk fell, Seenu lighted the oil-lamps of the sanctum, 
and going up the Promontory he rang the bell and blew 
the conch, and men came from the Potters’ Street and 
the Brahmins’ Street and the Weavers’ Street and the 
Pariah Street; but Vasudev and Gangadhar were the 
only ones to come from the Skeffington Coffee Estate. 

But later, Bad£ Khan came, too, to join them. 

When the bhajan was over and Seenu was taking 
round the camphor-censer, Moorthy observed how 
poor the brahmin comer was. Neither Patwari 
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Nanjundia nor Temple Nanjappa nor Schoolmaster 
Devarayya were there, nor their wives nor their children. 
The short, round picture of Bhatta came to his mind 
but he put it away and thought of God. He would 
send out love where there was hatred and compassion 
where there was misery. Victory to the Mahatma! 

A peace so vital entered his soul that the radiance 
of the earth filled him till the soul shone like an 
oleander at dawn. 

The next morning he broke the fast, and lighter in 
limb and lighter in soul, he walked out to preach the 
‘ Don’t-touch-the-Government campaign \ 
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F irst he goes to see Range Gowda. Nothing can 
be done without. Rang£ Gowda. When Rang£ 
Gowda says ‘ Yes , 5 you will have elephants and how- 
dahs and music processions. If Rang& Gowda says 
‘ No , 5 you can eat the bitter neem leaves and lie by the 
city gates, licked by the curs. That’s how it is with 
our Rang£ Gowda. 

4 Rang£ Gowda, Range Gowda , 5 says Moorthy, 
4 there’s something I want of you . 5 

4 Come in, learned one, and, seated like a son, explain 
to me what you need. If there’s anything this fool 
can do, do but open your mouth and it shall be done . 5 

And seated on the veranda, Moorthy explains to 
Range Gowda his programme. Things are getting bad 
in the village. The brahmins who were with him for 
the bhajans are now getting fewer and fewer. Some 
people have gone about threatening the community with 
the Swami’s excommunication, and people arc afraid. 
There is Waterfall Venkamma and Temple Rangappa 
and Patwari Nanjundia and Schoolmaster Devarayya 
— and then, of course, there’s Bhatta. And when 
Bhatta’s name is mentioned, Rangfc Gowda’s neck 
stiffens and spitting across the veranda to the gutter, 
he says, 4 Yes, he had come to see me too ’ 

4 To you, Rang& Gowda? * 

4 Yes, learned Moorthappa. He had, of course, come 
to see me. He wanted me to be his dog’s tail. But I 
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said to him, the Mahatma Is a holy man, and I was 
not with the jackals but with the deer. At which 
Bhatta grew so furious that he cried out that this holy 
man was a tiger in a deer’s skin, and said this about 
pollution and that about corruption, and I said to him, 
“ So it may be, but the Red-Man’s Government is no 
swan in a Himalayan lake Bhatta grew fierce again 
and said, “ We shall cat mud and nothing but mud ”. 
“ Yes,” says I, “ if every bloke cats mud, I, too, shall 
eat mud. The laws of God are not made one for 
Range Gowda and one for Putte Gowda. Mud shall 
I eat, if mud I should eat And Rang£ Gowda 
chuckles and spits, and munches on. 

Then Moorthy says, 4 This is what is to be done. 
We shall start a Congress group in Kanthapura, and 
the Congress group of Kanthapura will join the 
Congress of All India. You just pay four annas or 
two thousand yards of yam per year, and that is all 
you have to do, and then you become a Congress 
member. And you must vow to speak Truth, and 
wear no cloth but the khadi cloth.’ 

‘ Oh yes, Moorthappa ! If you think there is no 
danger in it, I see no objection to joining it. Tell me 
only one thing: Will it bring us into trouble with the 
Government? ’ 

This Moorthy thinks over and then he says, * This 
is how it is, Rangfc Gowda. Today it will bring us 
into no trouble with the Government. But tomorrow 
when we shall be against the Red-Man’s Government 
it will bring us into trouble. You see Bad& Khan is 
already there. . . .* 

* Ah ! * says Range Gowda. * And I shall not close 
my eyes till that dog has eaten filth,’ but Moorthy 
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interrupts him and says such things are not to be said, 
and that hatred should be plucked out of our hearts, 
and that the Mahatma says you must love even your 
enemies. 

‘ That’s for the Mahatma and you, Moorthappa — 
not for us poor folk! When that cur Puttayya slipped 
through the night and plastered up the drain and let 
all the canal water into his fields and let mine get 
baked up in the sun, do you think kind words would 
go with him? Two slaps and he spits and he grunts, 
but he will never do that again.’ 

‘ That must not be done, Range Gowda. Every 
enemy you create is like pulling out a lantana bush in 
your back yard. The more you pull out, the wider 
you spread the seeds, and the thicker becomes the 
lantana growth. But every friend you create is like a 
jasmine hedge. You plant it, and it is there and bears 
flowers and you offer them to the gods, and the gods 
give them back to you and your women put them 
into their hair. Now, you sec, you hit Puttayya and 
Puttayya goes and speaks of it to Madanna, and 
Madanna to Timmanna, and Puttayya and Timmanna 
and Madanna will hold vengefulness against you and 
some day this vengefulness will hold forth in fire. But 
had, you reasoned it out with Puttayya, maybe you 
would have come to an agreement, and your canal 
water would go to your fields, and his canal water to 
his fields.’ 

1 Learned master, at this rate I should have to go 
and bow down to every pariah and butcher and, instead 
of giving them a nice licking with my lantana switch, 
I should offer flowers and coconuts and betel leaves 
in respect and say, “ Pray plough this field this-wise, 
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Maharaja! Pray plough this field that-wise, Maha- 
raja ! ” And I should not howl at my wife and let 
my son-in-law go fooling with Concubine Siddi’s 
daughter Mohini who’s just come of age. No, learned 
master, that is not just.’ 

‘ It’s a long story, Range Gowda, and we shall speak 
of it another time. But you are a father of many 
( hildren and an esteemed Elder of your community 
and of the whole village, and if you should take to 
the ways of the Congress, then others will follow you.* 

‘ But, learned master, there’s nothing in common 
between what you were saying and this.’ 

‘ Most certainly, Range Gowda. One cannot become 
a member of the Congress if one will not promise to 
practice ahimsa, and to speak Truth and to spin at 
least two thousand yards of yarn per year.’ At which 
Range Gowda bursts out laughing again and says, 
k Then I too will have one day to sit and meditate, 
taking three cups of salted water per day ! * and 
Moorthy laughs with him, and once they have talked 
over rents and law-courts and the sloth of the peasants, 
Range Gowda turns back to the subject and says, ‘ Do 
what you like, learned master. You know things better 
than I do, and I, I know you are not a man to spit 
on our confidence in you. If you think I should become 
a member of the Congress, let me be a member of 
the Congress. If you want me to be a slave, I shall 
be your slave. All I know is that what you told me 
about the Mahatma is very fine, and the Mahatma is 
a holy man, and if the Mahatma says what you say, 
let the Mahatma’s word be the word of God. And if 
this buffalo will trample on it, may my limbs get 
paralysed and my tongue dumb and my progeny for 
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ever destroyed ! ’ Then Moorthy stands up and says it 
is no light matter to be a member of the Congress and 
that every promise before the Congress is a promise 
before the Mahatma and God, and Rang£ Gowda 
interrupts him, saying, 4 Of course, of course. And 
this Rang£ Gowda has a golden tongue and a leather 
tongue, and what is uttered by the golden tongue is 
golden and sure, and what is uttered by the leather one 
is for the thief and concubine/ and Moorthy says, 
4 May the Mahatma’s blessings be with us,’ and 
hurrying down the steps, he slips round to the Weavers’ 
Street, goes straight to the Weavers’ Elder Ramayya, 
and he says, 4 Ramayya, will you be a member of the 
Panchayat of all India?’; and Ramayya asks, 4 And 
what’s that, learned one? ’ and Moorthy sits down and 
explains it, and Ramayya says, 4 Oh, if the Patel is 
with you, the Panchayat is with him,’ and Moorthy 
says, 4 Then, I’ll go. I’ve still to see Potters’ Elder 
Siddayya And Potters* Elder Siddayya, when he 
hears of the Mahatma and the Patel, says, 4 Of course. 
I’m with the Patel and the Panchayat,* and then 
Moorthy thinks, 4 Now, this is going to be well,’ and 
rushes down the Pariah quarter to sec Rachanna. But 
Rachanna is out mowing at the River-eaten field, and 
Rachanna’s wife is pounding rice, and she says, 
4 Come and sit inside, learned one, since you are one of 
us, for the sun is hot outside,’ and Moorthy, who had 
never entered a pariah house — he had always spoken to 
the pariahs from the gutter-slab — Moorthy thinks this is 
something new, and with one foot to the back and one 
foot to the fore, he stands trembling and undecided, 
and then suddenly hurries up the steps and crosses the 
threshold and squats on the earthen floor. But 
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Rachanna’s wife quickly sweeps a corner, and spreads 
for him a wattle mat, but Moorthy, confused, blurts 
out, 4 No, no, no, no/ and he looks this side and that 
and thinks surely there is a carcass in the back yard, 
and it’s surely being skinned, and he smells the stench 
of hide and the stench of pickled pigs, and the roof 
seems to shake, and all the gods and all the manes of 
heaven seem to cry out against him, and his hands steal 
mechanically to the holy thread, and holding it, he 
feels he would like to say, 1 Hari-Om, Hari-Om \ But 
Rachanna’s wife has come back with a little milk in a 
shining brass tumbler, and placing it on the floor with 
stretched hands, she says, k Accept this from this poor 
hussy! ’ and slips back behind the corn-bins; and 
Moorthy says, ‘ I’ve just taken coffee, Lingamma . . .* 
but she interrupts him and says, 1 Touch it, Moorthappa, 
touch it only as though it were offered to the gods, and 
we shall be sanctified’; and Moorthy, with many a 
trembling prayer, touches the tumbler and brings it to 
his lips, and taking one sip, lays it aside. 

Meanwhile Rachanna’s two grandchildren come in, 
and gazing at Moorthy, they run into the back yard, and 
then Madanna’s children come, and then Madanna’s 
wife, pestle in hand, and Madanna’s wife’s sister and 
her two-months-old brat in her arms, and then all the 
women and all the children of the pariah quarter come 
and sit in Rachanna’s central veranda and they all gaze 
silently at Moorthy, as though the sacred eagle had 
suddenly appeared in the heavens. Then Moorthy feels 
this is the right moment to talk, and straightening his 
back, he raises his head and says, ‘ Sisters, from today 
onwards I want your help. There is a huge Panchayat 
of all India called the Congress, and that Congress 
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belongs to the Mahatma, and the Mahatma says every 
village in this country must have a Panchayat like that, 
and everybody who will become a member of that 
Panchayat will spin and practice ahimsa and speak the 
truth.’ At this Rachanna’s wife says, 4 And what will 
it give us, learned one? ’ and Moorthy says something 
about the foreign Government and the heavy taxations 
and the poverty of the peasants, and they all say, ‘ Of 
course, of course,’ and then he says, 1 1 ask you : will 
you spin a hundred yards of yarn per day? ’ But 
Madanna’s wife says, ‘ I’m going to have a child,’ and 
Satanna’s wife says, ‘ I’m going for my brother’s 
marriage,’ and her sister says, 4 I’ll spin if it will bring 
money. I don’t want cloth like Timmayya and 
Madayya get with all their turning of the wheel,’ and 
Chennayya’s daughter says, 4 1 shall spin, learned 
master, I shall spin. But I shall offer my cloth to the 
Mahatma when he comes here,’ at which all the 
women laugh and say, 4 Yes, the Mahatma will come 
here to see your pretty face,’ and the children who had 
climbed on the rice-sacks cry out, 4 1 too will turn the 
rattle, Master, I too *. And Moorthy feels this is awful, 
and nothing could be done with these women; so, 
standing up, he asks, 4 Is there no one among you who 
can spin a hundred yards of yam per day? * And from 
this corner and that voices rise and Moorthy says, 4 Then 
come forward and tell me if you can take an oath before 
the goddess that you will spin at least a hundred yards 
of yam per day,’ and they all cry out, 4 No oath before 
the goddess! if we don’t keep it, who will bear her 
anger? * 

Then Moorthy feels so desperate that he says to 
Rachanna's wife, 4 And you, Rachanna’s wife? * and 
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Rachanna’s wife says, ‘ If my husband says “ Spin ”, I 
shall spin, learned one \ And Moorthy says he will 
come back again in the evening, and mopping his fore- 
head, he goes down the steps and along the Pariah 
Street, and going up the Promontory, enters the temple, 
bangs the bell and, performing a circumambulation, 
asks blessings of the gods, and hurries back home to 
speak about it all to Rangamma. 

But as he goes up the steps something in him says 
‘ Nay,’ and his hair stands on end as he remembers the 
tumbler of milk and the pariah home, and so he calls 
out, ‘ Rangamma, Rangamma ! ’ and Rangamma says, 
‘ I’m coming,’ and when she is at the threshold, he says 
he has for the first time entered a pariah house and 
asks if he is permitted to enter; and Rangamma says, 
‘ Just come the other way round, Moorthy, and there’s 
still hot water in the cauldron and fresh clothes for the 
meal So Moorthy goes by the back yard, and when 
he has taken his bath and clothed himself, Rangamma 
says, 4 Maybe you’d better change your holy thread,’ 
but Moorthy says, ‘ Now that I must go there every 
day, I cannot change my holy thread every day, can 
I? ’ and Rangamma says only, ‘ I shall at least give you 
a little Ganges water, and you can take a spoonful of it 
each time you’ve touched them, can’t you? ’ So 
Moorthy says, ‘ As you will,’ and taking the Ganges 
water he feels a fresher breath flowing through him, 
and lest anyone should ask about his new adventure, 
he goes to the riverside after dinner to sit and think 
and pray. After all a brahmin is a brahmin, sister! 

And when dusk fell over the river, Moorthy hastily 
finished his ablutions, and after he had sat at his evening 
meditations, he rushed back home, and after taking 
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only a banana and a cup of milk, he rushed off again 
to the Pariah Night School that Secnu held in the 
Panchayat Hall every evening. And when Seenu heard 
of the Congress Committee to be founded, his mouth 
touched his ears in joy, and he said he would wake up 
Kittu and Subbu and Post-Office-House Ramu from 
their inactivity. Moorthy said that would be fine and 
he went out to sec Rachanna, who was sitting by the 
veranda, sharpening his sickle in the moonlight, and 
with him were Siddanna and Madanna and Lingayya, 
and when they heard about the Congress Committee, 
they all said, ‘ As you please, learned master ’. — ‘ And 
your women? ’ asked Moorthy. — ‘ They will do as we 
do,’ said Rachanna, and Moorthy went again to the 
Potters’ Street and the Weavers’ Street, and they all 
said, 4 If the Elder says 44 Yes ”, and the Patel says 
“ Yes ”, and the Panchayat says 44 Yes ”, what else have 
we to say? ’ And then he went home and told the whole 
thing to Rangamma and she too said, 4 Of course, of 
course ’. And Scethamma and Ratna said, 4 Splendid 
— a Congress Committee here,’ and Moorthy said, 4 We 
shall begin work straight off ’. 

The next morning he went and recounted the whole 
thing to Range Gowda, and Range Gowda said, ‘ I 
am your slave ’. Then Moorthy said, 4 Wc shall hold 
a meeting today ’— and Range Gowda said, 4 Of 
course ’. — 4 Then this evening,’ said Moorthy. 4 As you 
please, learned one, 4 answered Range Gowda — and 
Moorthy then said, 4 We shall hold a gods’ procession 
and then a bhajan, and then wc shall elect the Com- 
mittee *. And as evening came, Moorthy and Secnu 
and Ramu and Kittu were all busy washing the gods 
and knitting the flowers and oiling the wicks and fixing 
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the crowns, and as night fell the procession moved on 
and people came out with camphor and coconuts, and 
Seenu took them and offered them to the gods, and 
Ramu shouted out, 4 This evening there’s bhajan ’, and 
everybody was so happy that before the procession was 
back in the temple, Range Gowda was already seated 
in the mandap explaining to Elder Ramayya and to 
Elder Siddayya and to others around them about 
weaving and ahimsa and the great, great Congress. 
And they all listened to him with respect. When 
Moorthy entered they all stood up, but Moorthy said, 

‘ Oh, not thi£ for me! ’ and Range Gowda said, 4 You 
arc our Gandhi,’ and when everybody laughed he went 
on : 4 There Is nothing to laugh at, brothers. He is 
our Gandhi. The state of Mysore has a Maharaja, 
but that Maharaja has another Maharaja who is in 
London, and that one has another one in Heaven, and 
so everybody has his own Mahatma, and this Moorthy, 
who has been caught in our knees playing as a child, 
is now grown-up and great, and he has wisdom in him 
and he will be our Mahatma,’ and they all said, 4 So 
he is ! ’ And Moorthy felt such a quiet exaltation rise 
to his throat that a tear escaped and ran down his 
cheek. Then he looked back towards the bright god in 
the sanctum, and closed his eyes and sent up a prayer, 
and, whispering to himself, 4 Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! ’ 
he rang the bell and spoke to them of spinning and 
ahimsa and Truth. And then he asked, 4 Who among 
you will join the Panchayat? ’ and voices came from 
the sudra corner and the pariah corner and the brahmin 
corner and the weavers’ corner, and to each one of 
them he said, 4 Stand before the god and vow you will 
never break the law,’ and some said they asked nothing 
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of the gods, and others said, 4 We don’t know whether 
we have the strength to keep it up,’ and then Rang& 
Gowda grew wild and shouted, 4 If you are the sons of 
your fathers, stand up and do what this learned boy 
says,* and Range Gowda’s words were such a terror 
to them that one here and one there went up before 
the sanctum, rang the bell and said, 4 My Master, I 
shall spin a hundred yards of yarn per day, and I shall 
practise ahimsa, and I shall seek Truth,* and they fell 
prostrate and asked for the blessings of the Mahatma 
and the gods, and they rose and crawled back to their 
seats. But when it comes to the pariahs, Rachanna 
says, 4 We shall stand out here and take the vows,’ and 
at this Moorthy is so confused that he does not know 
what to do, but Range Gowda says, 1 Here in the 
temple or there in the courtyard, it is the same god 
you vow before, so go along! ’ And Rachanna and 
Rachanna’s wife, and Madanna and Madanna’s wife 
swear before the god from the courtyard steps. 

And when it is all over, Range Gowda says, 
4 Moorthappa will be our president,’ and everybody 
says, 4 Of course, of course \ Then Secnu turns towards 
Rang& Gowda and says, 4 And Rang£ Gowda our 
Super-President and Protector,’ and everybody laughs, 
and Rang£ Gowda says, 4 Protector! yes, Protector of 
the village fowl! ’ Then Seenu says, 4 Rangamma will 
be the third member,’ but Rangamma says, 4 No, no,’ 
and Moorthy says , 4 We need a woman in the Committee 
for the Congress is for the weak and the lowly ’ ; and 
then everybody says, 4 Rangamma, say yes ! ’ and Ran- 
gamma says 4 Yes And Moorthy then turns towards 
the pariahs and says, 4 One among you ! ’ and then 
there is such a silence that a moving ant could be heard, 
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and then Moorthy says, ‘ Come, Rachanna, you have 
suffered much, and you shall be a member,’ and 
Rachanna says, 4 As you will, learned master ! 5 And 
then Moorthy says, 4 Seenu is our fifth member,’ and 
Range Gowda says, 4 Every Rama needs an Anjanayya, 
and he’s your fire-tailed Hanuman,’ and they all laugh, 
anl so Moorthy and Range Gowda and Rangamma 
and Rachanna and Seenu become the Congress Pan- 
chayat Committee of Kanthapura. 

And two days later Moorthy made a list of members 
and twenty-three were named, and five rupees and 
twelve annas were sent to the Provincial Congress 
Committee. And one morning everybody was told that 
in Rangamma’s blue paper was a picture of Moorthy. 
And everybody went to Rangamma and said, 4 Show 
it to me ! ’ and when Rangamma gave them the paper, 
they looked this side and that, and when they came 
to the picture, they all exclaimed, 4 Oh, here he is — 
and so much like him too ! ’ And then they all said, 
4 Our Moorthy is a great man, and they speak of him 
in the city and we shall work for him,’ and from then 
onwards wc all began to spin more and more, and 
more and more, and Moorthy sent bundles and bundles 
of yarn, and we got saris and bodice cloths and dhotis, 
and Moorthy said the Mahatma was very pleased. 
Maybe he would remember us! 
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W hen b II att a heard of the Congress Committee, 
he said to himself, * Now this is bad business, 5 and 
seated on the veranda, he began to think and think, and 
the fair carts rolled by and the dust settled down, and 
the noise of the snoring cattle comes from the byre, 
and the bats began to screech and screech, and from 
the Bcbbur Mound rose the wailings of the jackals, and 
even the moon plumped up above the Kcnchamma 
Hill, and still Bhatta sat on the veranda thinking. There 
must be an end to this chatter. If not, the very walls 
of Kanthapura will crackle and fall before the year is 
out. What with his fastings and his looks, Moorthy 
was holding sway over the hearts of the people. And 
even the Swami’s excommunication did nothing to stop 
it. Well, well, he said to himself, every squirrel has his 
day, and now for every Congress member the interest 
will go up to 1 8 and 20 per cent. And no kind words 
either — ah, my sons!— ^and no getting away from law 
courts. Pariah Lingayya has his Big-bund field in 
mortgage, and if he does not pay up this harvest-time, 
he will have not a rag-wide left. And there will be 
no accepting, 1 Just a week, master. Just a week more, 
say ten days, and this gold-flower in guarantee. . . .’ 
None of this any more. Then there is Madanna’s 
coconut-garden, and Pandit Vcnkateshia’s Bebbur-ficld, 
though with the brahmins it’s not such easy business. 

‘ Well, well, every squjrrcl will have his day,’ re- 
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pcatcd Bhatta to himself. ‘ But Temple Rangappa is 
still with me, and Patwari Nanjundia and Schoolmaster 
Devarayya, and, of course, Rama Chetty and Subba 
Chctty. And they arc all with me and the Swami, and 
against all this pariah business. And there is Venkamma 
too.’ And at the thought of Venkamma an idea came 
into his head like a cart-light in the dark, an auspicious, 
happy idea, and he said, ‘ I shall find a bridegroom for 
her daughter, and she will be always with us, and what 
with her tongue and her tail, she will set fire where we 
want \ And at this Bhatta felt so happy that he began 
to search in his mind for this bridegroom and that 
bridegroom, and he said, there was Shanbhog 
Ramanna of Channehalli, and Astrologer Seetha- 
rainiah of Rampur, and then of course there was 
Advocate Sccnappa. 

‘ Scenappa,’ he repeated to himself, ‘ he’s just lost his 
wife. And very soon, when I have to go and speak 
about the new harvests, he will speak about marriage, 
and I shall say there is a fine girl in Kanthapura, and 
he will say, “ Is she ripe for 'marriage? ” and I shall 
^y, “ She will come home in a few weeks’ time,” and 
that will do it, and Venkamma will be so happy to 
have an advocate for a son-in-law. “ After all, 
Venkamma, what does it matter whether it is first 
marriage or a second marriage? What we ask is that 
your daughter will have enough to eat, and be blessed 
with many children, and perform all the rites, isn’t it? 
Secnappa is thirty-four, but you would say he is twenty- 
one if you saw him, and he has only three children, 
and one of them is soon to be married and will go 
away to her mother-in-law’s, and your daughter will 
have the two god-like children to live with. What do 
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you say to that, Venkamma? ” And Venkamma will 
answer, “ Of course ! Of course ! Bhattare, whatever 
you say will be done,” and Seenappa will be so happy; 
after all a mother-in-law in Kanthapura, and so near 
his wet lands too . . . and this Bhatta will himself 
perform the marriage, and the Swami will bless them.’ 

‘ That is a fine idea,’ concluded Bhatta, and as he 
went in and groped for his bed, he felt such joy rise to 
his heart that he woke up his wife and said, 4 Come, 
don’t sleep!’, and when she muttered, ‘Oh, let me 
sleep,’ he said, ‘ Oh, be a wife ! ’ and she said she was 
tired; but Bhatta said he was happy and Vcnkamma’s 
daughter would be married to Advocate Seenappa, and 
she said, ‘ And what docs that matter to me? ’ Mean- 
while the child woke up, and when she had rocked it 
to sleep again, she slipped into his bed, and chattering 
fool that she was, she said he had never loved her as 
on that night. 

And when the morning came, he rushed to the river 
and back, and then to Vcnkamma’s house; but there 
was no Venkamma yet, and he said he would come 
back, and he went home and was hardly seated for 
meditation than Venkamma arrives important as a 
buffalo, and she says, ‘ What’s it, Bhattare, that you 
honour us with your visit? ’ and Bhatta says, ‘ Oh, 
nothing at all. It is .only about a horoscope I’ve in 
hand, and maybe it would go with Ranga’s And 
Venkamma cries out, ‘ Oh, Bhattar£, you will save my 
honour and the honour of my family, if you manage 
it,’ and Bhatta says, ‘ Oh, never mind, Venkamma, 
after all every pious member of the community has 
duties towards every other, and if your daughter was 
not married in time, maybe, nobody will marry my 
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daughter cither,’ and Venkamma is so happy that she 
begins to weep, and Bhatta’s wife comes and says, ‘ Oh, 
don’t weep, aunt. The will of the gods shall be done,’ 
and Venkamma rises up and says, 1 May Kcnchamma 
bless you ! ’ 

And on her way back home she meets Rangamma, 
and looking away she spits behind her, and then she 
sees Temple Rangappa’s wife Lak.shamma, and she says 
the marriage is for Sravan, and Lakshamma says ‘ Then 
we shall have laddu this year?’ and Venkamma says, 

‘ Laddu and pheni ,’ and by the evening everybody in 
the village says, ‘ Venkamma’s daughter, Ranga, has 
at last found a husband, sister! ’ — * Where docs he come 
from? ’ asks Nose-scratching Nanjamma of Satamma. 
— ‘ Oh, it seems he is from a well-to-do family. May 
the goddess bless the girl. If not, what should we have 
seen before we closed our eyes? ’ — And people say, 

‘ Well, Venkamma is going to have a rich son-in-law,’ 
— and Postmaster Suryanarayana’s wife Akkamma 
says, ‘ My Putta will sing: “ For what deed in my past 
life have you sought me in this, my lord? ” ’ — and 
Satamma says, ‘ Your Putta sings it so well, sister ’ — 
and Putta feels so pleased that she begins to hum the 
song to herself, twisting the wet sari, and everybody 
says, ‘ Go on, Putta, go on ! ’ and she begins it, and 
they all leave the clothes on the stones and follow her, 
and when she stops, Ratna, wh6 never could sing these 
songs, says as though only to her mother, ‘ I shall sing 
them an English song,’ at which Satamma says, ‘ Enough 
of this. Let our marriages at least be according to 
the ancient ways,’ and Subbamma and Chinnamma 
say they will put on the blue and broad-filigree Benares 
sari, and young Kamalamma says she will wear the 
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Dharmawar sari in peacock blue, and Venkamma feels 
such esteem around her that she says to herself, 4 Ah, 
you widows, you will not even lick the remnant leaves 
in the dust-bin, you polluted widows. . . .’ 

But when the marriage-day draws near, she sends 
her elder daughter to every house, saying, 4 Tell them 
you shall not light your kitchen fires for one whole 
week, and, if you like, for ten whole days. I am not 
marrying my daughter to Advocate Sccnappa for 
nothing.’ And everybody asks, ‘ I think it’s an advocate 
your sister is marrying? * and Venkamma’s elder 
daughter says, 4 Yes, our Ranga is the most fortunate 
of us all; his father owns three villages and a coconut- 
garden, and a small coffee plantation in Mysore, and 
their family is called the Bell-people, as his grandfather 
distributed holy bells to every guest that stayed with 
them.’ And Satamma says, 4 My daughter had not 
that luck,’ and Nanjamma says, 4 My daughter hadn’t 
that luck either.’ But on the first day, as the bride- 
groom’s procession came along, and we all stood by the 
village gate, with coconuts and kumkum water to 
welcome him, what should we see but a middle-aged 
man, with two fallen teeth and a big twisted moustache. 
But Venkamma said he was only twenty-five, and he 
had married at seventeen, and his elder daughter was 
only seven years old, but we all knew that it came out 
of Venkamma’s head. But Bhatta said he was only 
about thirty, and that he earned at least three hundred 
rupees a month; that he had sixty acres of wet land 
and two hundred acres of dry land, and that his sisters 
wore half-seer gold belts and diamond car-rings and 
Dharmawar saris, and that they gave the bride a full 
seer gold belt; and it was said they would give us a 
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French sovereign each, and indeed every woman of 
Kanthapura was given a French sovereign. And what 
a party the marriage was, with jokes and feasts and 
festive lights, and we all said, ‘ This Bhatta and 
Venkamma arc not so wicked after all,* and Bhatta 
said to Venkamma, ‘ Let everybody be well satisfied,’ 
and Venkamma said, ‘ So they shall be ! ’ and every 
pariah and cur in Kanthapura was satisfied. Only 
Moorthy wandered by the river all day long, and when 
dusk fell and evening came he stole back home, 
hurried over the meal that Rangamma served, spread 
his bedding and laid himself down, thinking. How, 
how is one an outcaste? 
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K artik has come to Kanthapura, sisters — Kartik has 
come with the glow of lights and the unpressed 
footsteps of the wandering gods; white lights from clay* 
trays and red lights from copper-stands, and diamond 
lights that glow from the bowers of entrance-leaves; 
lights that glow from banana-trunks and mango twigs, 
yellow light behind white leaves, and green Hght behind 
yellow leaves, and white light behind green leaves; and 
night curls through the shadowed streets, and hissing 
over bellied boulders and hurrying through dallying 
drains, night curls through the Brahmin Street and the 
Pariah Street and the Potters’ Street and the Weavers’ 
Street and flapping through the mango grove, hangs 
clawed for one moment to the giant pipal, and then 
shooting across the broken fields, dies quietly into the 
river — and gods walk by lighted streets, blue gods and 
quiet gods and bright-eyed gods, and even as they walk 
in transparent flesh the dust gently sinks back to the 
earth, and many a child in Kanthapura sits late into 
the night to sec the crown of this god and that god, 
and how many a god has chariots with steeds white 
as foam and queens so bright that the eyes shut them- 
selves in fear lest they be blinded. Kartik is a month 
of the gods, and as the gods pass by the Potters’ Street 
and the Weavers’ Street, lights arc lit to see them pass 
by. Kartik is a month of lights, sisters, and in Kantha- 
pura when the dusk falls, children rush to the sanctum 
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flame and the kitchen fire, and with broom grass and 
fuel chips and coconut rind they peel out fire and light 
clay-pots and copper candelabras and glass lamps. 
Children light them all, so that when darkness hangs 
drooping down the eaves, gods may be seen passing 
by, blue gods and quiet gods and bright-eyed gods. 
And as they pass by, the dust sinks back into the earth, 
and night curls again through the shadows of the streets. 
Oh! have you seen the gods, sister? 


Then when the night is on this side of the day, and 
the Kartik lights have died down, a child wakes up 
here and begins to cry and a cough is heard there, and 
in Suryanarayana’s house a lantern is seen in the court- 
yard, and the beat of feet is heard here and the hushed 
voices of men and women are heard there. Then there 
is a fuss and a flutter in Rangamma’s house, and every- 
one rubs the eyes and asks, ‘ Sister, who is dying? 
Sister, who is dying?’ and Nanjamma says to her 
neighbour Ratnamma, 1 And old Ramakrishnayya? We 
saw him only yesterday evening at the river, and he 
looked so whole and healthy, 5 and Postmaster Surya- 
narayana’s wife Satamma says, ‘ No, surely it is the 
heart trouble of Rangamma, 5 and then comes the roar 
of Waterfall Vcnkamma, ‘ Ah, you will eat blood and 
mud I said, you widow, and here you are ! 5 ; and Pandit 
Venkateshia’s daughter-in-law Lakshmi takes her 
lantern and rushes to Venkamma and says, ‘ And what 
is it, Venkamma? 5 — ‘ Oh, daughter of the mother-in- 
law, what is it but that this pariah-polluter has had royal 
visits? * — ‘ But what is it, Venkamma, what? * — ‘ Ah, 
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you arc a nice one too, and three legs of a bedstead plus 
one makes four, does it or does it not, my daughter? ’ 
And seeing Timmamma and Satamma she says, ‘ Oh, 
don’t you see the policeman at the steps? ’ and Tim- 
mamma swings the lantern, and beneath the bulging 
veranda stones is seen the gaunt figure of a policeman, 
and one by one as the men rise up and gather in the 
Post-Office-House courtyard, the children wake up and 
rush to the hanging lanterns, broom grass and cattle 
grass in hand, and our Sccnu says ‘ I’ll go,’ and as he 
gathers his shawl and goes to Rangamma’s door the 
policeman says he has no permission to let anyone in, 
and Seetharam comes along and Dor£ and Ramanna 
and the elders, and everybody gathers in the courtyard 
half covered and half awake, while from this lane and 
that lane rises the thin dust of Kartik lights re-lit. 

And there is noise in this part of Rangamma’s house 
and that, and there comes the regular cry of Ran- 
gamma’s mother: 4 Oh, sinners, sinners, to have this in 
our old age! ’ and Ramakrishnayya comes and spits 
across the courtyard and behind him comes Rangamma, 
a shawl thrown over her shoulders, and then there is 
seen a light in the front room and Surappa says, 4 We 
cannot see anything from here — come let us go up to 
Sami’s,’ and we all rush up there and standing on the 
veranda we sec what is happening in Moorthy’s room. 
Over against the cracked wall Moorthy is standing, a 
bright light falling on his tight-lipped face, and the 
Police Inspector, a short, round man, is standing beside 
him, a note-book in his hand. In the middle of the 
room is a heap of books and charkas and cotton and 
folded cloth, and policemen in dress are turning them 
this side and that, and trunks are laid open and boxes 
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are slit through, and sometimes there is laughter. The 
voice of the Police Inspector is not heard. But now 
and again we see Moorthy’s head nodding — he merely 
nods and nods and seems to smile at nothing. 

The Police Inspector then turns towards Bad& Khan, 
who is now seen clearly in the lantern light, and shouts, 

‘ Bind this man ! * and when they are beginning to pull 
out ropes from their belts, there is noise in the street 
below, and there comes Range Gowda, Mada and a 
lantern with him, and when he sees the policeman, he 
says something to Mada, and Mada goes aw'ay, and 
before the cock has time to crow three times, there is 
Pariah Rachanna and Madanna and Lingayya and 
Lingayya’s woman, and they all gather at Rangamma’s 
door and cry out, 4 Hclc ! Hele ! What are you doing 
with our master? ’ and the policeman shouts, 4 He, shut 
up, you sons of my woman ! * — 4 He, h£, do you think 
we arc going to be silent because of your beards and 
batons . . — 4 If you are not silent, you will get a 

marriage greeting today ! ’ — and Rachanna says, 4 Ah, 
I’ve seen your elders, you son of my concubine, and I 
shall see . . — And at this the policeman grows so 

wild that he waves his lathi and Rachanna comes for- 
ward and says, 4 H&, beat me if you have the courage! * 
and Rangamma leans out of the veranda darkness into 
the starlight and says, 4 H£, Rachanna, this must not 
be done ! ’ and Rachanna says, 4 And what is to be done, 
Mother? They arc going, to take away our master! * 
And Rang£ Gowda says something to Mada and Mada 
says something to Rachanna and Rachanna says some- 
thing in the ear of everyone, and when Moorthy is 
seen on the threshold, the bright light of the police 
lantern falling on his knit face, Rachanna cries out 
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* Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! * and the policeman rushes 
at them and bangs them with his lathi and Rachanna 
quavers out the louder, f Gandhi Mahatma ki jai! ’ 
and other policemen come and bang them too, and the 
women raise such a clamour and cry that the crows 
and bats set up an obsequial wail, and the sparrows 
join them from the roofs and eaves and the cattle rise 
up in the byre and the creaking of their bones is heard. 
And then men rush from this street and that street, 
and the Police Inspector seeing this hesitates before 
coming down, and Rachanna barks out* again, 

* Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! 9 And the Police Inspector 
shouts, 4 Arrest that swine ! * and when they come to 
arrest him, everybody gets round him and says, 4 No, 
we’ll not give him up \ And the Police Inspector 
orders, 4 Give them a licking,’ and from this side and 
that there is the bang of the lathi and men shriek and 
women weep and the children begin to cry and groan, 
and more and more men go forward towards Moorthy, 
and more policemen beat them, and then Moorthy says 
something to the Police Inspector and the Police 
Inspector nods his head, and Moorthy comes along the 
veranda and says 4 Brothers ! ’ and there is such a silence 
that the Kartik lights glow brighter. 4 Brothers, in the 
name of the Mahatma, let there be peace and love 
and order. As long as there is a God in Heaven and 
purity in our hearts evil cannot touch us. We hide 
nothing. We hurt none. And if these gentlemen want 
to arrest us, let them. Give yourself up to them. That 
is the true spirit of the Satyagrahi. The Mahatma * — 
here the Police Inspector drags him back brutally, but 
Moorthy continues — 4 The Mahatma has often gone to 
prison . . .’ — and the Police Inspector gets so angry 
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at this, that he gives a slap on Moorthy’s face, but 
Moorthy stands firm and says nothing. Then suddenly 
Rachanna shouts out from below, * Mahatma Gandhi 
ki jai! Come, brothers, come ! * and he rushes up 
the steps towards Moorthy, and suddenly, in sinister 
omen, all the Kartik lights seemed quenched, clay pots 
and candelabras and banana trunks and house after 
house became dark, and something so sinister kicked 
our backs that we all rush up behind Rachanna crying, 
‘ Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! 3 and now the police catch 
Rachanna and the one behind him and the one behind 
the one who was behind him, and they spit on them and 
bind them with ropes, while at the other end of the 
courtyard is seen Rangamma, Bade Khan beside her. 
Then the Police Inspector thinks this is the right time 
to come down, for the lights were all out and the 
leaders all arrested, and as Moorthy is being dragged 
down the steps Rachanna’s wife and Madanna’s wife 
and Sampanna’s wife and Papamma and Sankamma 
and Veeramma come forward and cry out, * Oh, give 
us back our men and our master, our men and our 
master,* but the Police Inspector says, 4 Give them a 
shoe-shower,’ and the policemen kick them in the back 
and on the head and in the stomach, and while 
Rachanna’s wife is crying, Madanna’s wife is squashed 
against a wall and her breasts squeezed. And Rang£ 
Gowda, who has stood silent by the tamarind, when 
he sees this rushes down and, stick in hand, gives one 
bang on the head of a policeman, and the policeman 
sinks down, and there is such a clamour again that 
the Police Inspector shouts, ‘ Disperse the crowd ! ’ and 
he slips round the byre with Moorthy before him, while 
policemen beat the crowd this side and that side, and 
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groans and moans and cries and shouts and coughs 
and oaths and bangs and kicks are heard, while there 
is heard, ( Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! Mahatma Gandhi 
ki jai ! 3 

And this time it was from the brahmin quarter that 
the shouts came, and policemen rushed towards the 
brahmins and beat them, and old Ramanna and Dor£ 
came forward and said, ‘ We too are Gandhi’s men, 
beat us as much as you like,’ and the policemen beat 
them till they were flat on the floor, mud in their 
mouths and mist in their eyes, and as the dawn was 
rising over the Kenchamma Hill, faces could be seen, 
and men became silent and women became sobless, 
and with ropes round their arms seventeen men were 
marched through the streets to the Santur Police 
Station, by the Karwar Road and round the Skeffington 
Coffee Estate and down the Tippur Valley and up the 
Santur Mound, and as the morning cattle were going 
out to the fields, and the women were adorning the 
thresholds for a Kartik morning, brahmins and pariahs 
and plotters and weavers were marched into the Police 
Station — seventeen men of Kanthapura were named 
and locked behind the bars* And the policemen 
twisted their arms and beat them on their knuckles, 
and spat into their mouths, and when they had slapped 
and banged and kicked, they let them out one by one, 
one by one they let them out, and they all marched 
back to Kanthapura, all but Moorthy. Him they put 
into a morning bus, and with one policeman on the 
right and one policeman on the left they carried him 
away to Karwar. We wept and we prayed, and we 
vowed and we fasted, and maybe the gods would hear 
our feeble voices. Who would hear us, if not they? 
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The gods indeed did hear our feeble voices, for this 
advocate and that advocate came and said, ‘ I shall 
defend him,’ vakils and advocates and barristers came 
and said, 1 And we shall plead for him,’ and the 

students formed a Defence Committee and raised a huge 
meeting, and copper and silver flowed into the collection 
plate, and merchants came and said, ‘ And here we 

are when money is needed \ And when Moorthy 

heard of all this, he said, ‘ That is not for me. Between 
Truth and me none shall come,’ and Advocate 

Ranganna went and saw him and said. ‘ Moorthy ! The 
Red-man’s judges, they are not your uncle’s grandsons,* 
and Moorthy simply said, ‘If Truth is one, all men 
are one before It,’ and Ranganna said, 4 Judges are 
not for Truth, but for Law, and the English are not 
for the brown skin but for the white, and the Govern- 
ment is not with the people but with the police And 
Moorthy listened to all this and said, 4 If that is so, it 
will have to change. Truth will have to change it. I 
shall speak that which Truth prompteth, and Truth 
needeth no defence,’ and Ranganna spoke this of cor- 
ruption and that about prejudice, but Truth, Truth, 
and Truth was all that Moorthy said, and old Ranganna, 
who had grown grey with law on his tongue, got so 
wild that he banged the prison door behind him and 
muttered to himself, ‘ To the mire with you ! * 

And then came Sadhu Narayan who had renounced 
hair and home and was practising meditation on the 
banks of the Vedavathy, and he said, ‘ Moorthy, you 
are a brave soul and a holy soul. And there is in you 
the hunger of God, and may He protect you always. 
But Ranganna comes and tells me, “ I cannot change 
his heart. You are a religious man, go and speak to 
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him,” and I came to see you. I have neither hair nor 
home, and I have come to tell you, this is not 
just. Defend one must against evil; if not, where 
is renouncement, continence, austerity, and the control 
of breath? * To which Moorthy says, ‘ You are a holy 
man, Sadhuji, and I touch your feet in reverence. But 
if Truth needs a defence, God Himself would need one, 
for as the Mahatiha says, Truth is God, and I want no 
soul to come between me and Truth.’ And Sadhu 
Narayan speaks about the world and its wheels and the 
clayey corruption of men, but Moorthy always says 
Truth, Truth, and Truth, and Sadhu Narayan gets up 
to go and he says, ‘May at least my blessings be on 
you!’ and Moorthy falls at his feet and holds them 
in grateful respect. 

And it was only after this that Sankar, our Sankar, 
who was the Secretary of the Karwar Congress Com- 
mittee, comes and says, ‘ Well, Moorthy, if such be 
your decision, my whole soul is with you. Gandhiji 
says, a Satyagrahi needs no advocates. He is his own 
advocate. And how many of us did go to prison in 
1921 and never had touched the shadow of an advocate. 
I am an advocate, you will say, but you know I am 
an advocate for only those who cannot defend them- 
selves.’ And Moorthy says, ‘ Then if you agree with 
me, brother, there can be nothing on my conscience/ 
and Moorthy’s lips tremble and he falls at Sankar’s 
feet, but when Sankar lifts him up, Moorthy says, 1 No, 
brother, you are my elder and a householder. I need 
your blessings.’ And Sankar says, ‘If so it is, my 
blessings are always with you ’ ; and Moorthy feels so 
exalted that he goes to Sankar and embraces him and 
says, ‘ Brother, you are with me? * And Sankar says, 
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‘ I am with you, Moorthy,’ and then they sit for a 
while holding each other by the hand, and as the warder 
comes and says, 4 Now it is time for you to go, sir,’ 
Sankar rises up and says, 4 But I can hold meetings for 
you, Moorthy? ’ and Moorthy says , 4 Of course, brother! ’ 
And Sankar goes straight to Advocate Ranganna 
and Advocate Ranganna says, 4 Certainly Then he 
sees Khadi-shop Dasappa and Dasappa says, 4 Oh, most 
certainly \ And then he sees the President of the 
College Union and this one says, 4 We are wherever 
you are,’ and so Sankar sends for his Volunteers and 
says, 4 A meeting in the Gandhi maidan today,’ and 
Volunteer after Volunteer goes out to the cloth bazaar 
and the fish bazaar and the flower bazaar and the grain 
bazaar, and as the noon cools down, there is a huge 
crowd in the Gandhi maidan, and the Volunteers are 
there in khadi kurta and Gandhi-cap crying out, 
4 Order, brother, order ! Please take your seats, brother, 
please! ’ and Sankar goes up to the platform, and there 
is a huge ovation and Mahatma Gandhi ki jais, and 
Dasappa comes and there is an ovation again, and 
Advocate Ranganna comes and there is an even greater 
ovation, for everybody knew he had lately thrown open 
his private temple to the pariahs, and with folded hands 
people hymn up, 4 Vande Mataram Then they all 
squat down and Sankar and Ranganna and Dasappa 
make speeches about the incorruptible qualities of 
Moorthy, and they say how the foreign Government 
want to crush all self-respect, and they then speak of 
charka and ahimsa and Hindu-Moslem unity, and 
somebody cries out, 4 And what about the Untouch- 
ables? * and Sankar says 4 Of course, we are for them 
* — why, has not the Mahatma adapted an Untouchable? * 
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and somebody cries out again, ‘ Ah, our religion is 
going to be desecrated by you youngsters! * and Sankar 
says, ‘ Brother, if you have anything to say, please come 
up to the platform,’ and the man says, 4 And you will 
allow me to speak? ’ and Sankar says, 4 We have no 
enemies,’ and the man is seen coming from the other 
end of the maidan, a lean, tall man in durbar turban 
and filigree shawl, and he wears gold-cased rudrakshi 
beads at his neck, and he goes up the platfonn and 
says: 

4 Brothers, you have all heard the injurious attacks 
against the Government and the Police and many other 
things. I am a toothless old man and I have seen 
many a change pass before me, and may I say this: 
All this is very good, but if the white men shall leave 
us tomorrow it will not be Rama-rajya we shall have, 
but the rule of the ten-headed Ravana. What did 
we have, pray, before the British came — disorder, cor- 
ruption, and egoism, disorder, corruption, and egoism 
I say * — he continued, though there were many shouts 
and booings against him — 4 and the British came and 
they came to protect us, our bones and our dharma. 
I say dharma and I mean it. For hath not the Lord 
said in the Gita, Whensoever there is ignorance and 
corruption I come, for I, says Krishna, am the defender 
of dharma, and the British came to protect our dharma. 
And the great Queen Victoria said it when she put 
the crown of our sacred country on her head and be- 
came our Beloved Sovereign. And when she died — 
may she have a serene journey through the other 
worlds! — and when she died — you are too young to 
know, but ask of your grandfathers how many a 
camphor was lit before the temple gods, and how 



many a sacrificial fire was created, and how many a 
voice did rise up to the heavens in incantation. For 
not only was she a great Queen, a Mother-Queen, but 
the most courageous defender of our faith. Tell me, 
did she not protect it better than any Mohomedan 
prince had ever done? Now, I am an old man. You 
are all young. Things change. But what I fear for 
tomorrow is not the disorder in the material world, 
but the corruption of castes and of the great traditions 
our ancestors have bequeathed us. When the British 
rule disappears there will be neither brahmin nor pariah, 
vaisya nor sudra — nay, neither Mohomedan nor 
Christian, and our eternal dharma will be squashed 
like a louse in a child’s hair. My young brothers, let 
not such confusion of castes anger our manes, and let 
the religion of Vasistha and Manu, Sankara and Vidya- 
ranya go unmuddied to the Self-created One. Now I 
have said all I have to say. . . •’ 

But before he has stopped somebody says, 1 So you 
are a Swami’s man? * — and the old man says, 1 And 
of course I am, and I have the honour to be \ — ‘ And 
the Swami has just received twelve hundred acres of 
wet land from the Government. Do you know that? * 
says a youngster. — ‘ Of course, and pray what else 
should he do if he is offered a Rajadakshina , a royal 
gift? ’ — and the youngster says, ‘ So the Swami is a 
Government man? ’ — and the old man says, 4 The 
Swami is neither for the Government nor against it, 
but he is for all who respect the ancient ways of our 
race, and not for all this Gandhi and Gindhi who 
cannot pronounce even a gayathri , and who say there 
is neither caste nor creed and wc are all equal to one 
another, while the Swami • • •’ — And somebody cries 
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out, ‘ Do you know the Swami has been received by 
the Governor? ’ — and Sankar rises up and says, ‘ No 
interruptions, please ! ’ — and the old man answers, 4 And 
of course, but why not? And do not the dharma sastras 
say the King is the protector of faith? And I cry out 
44 Long live George the Fifth, Emperor!”’ and he 
hobbled down the platform. 

Then came youngster after youngster and said 
Moorthy was excommunicated by the Swami, for 
Moorthy was for Gandhiji and the Untouchables, and 
the Swami was pajd by the British to do their dirty 
work. 4 1 have grown in the Mutt,’ says one, 4 and 
I have known what they do. The Mutt, brothers, is 
the best place for retired High Court judges, Police 
Inspectors, and God-dedicated concubines, and they 
are not with us, are they? ’ And Sankar rises up again 
and says, 4 Now it is better we talk of other things,’ 
but the young man continues, 4 The whole trouble has 
been hatched by the Mutt Then Advocate Ran- 
ganna gets up and says, 4 And I too have been ex- 
communicated, for I have thrown open the temple to 
the pariahs,’ and there is a violent ovation, and 
Ranganna continues, 4 And I know one thing too that 
few know, and it is time I said it in the open,’ and 
everybody began to stand up and the Volunteers cried, 

4 Sit down, please, sit down ! ’ And when there is 
silence again, Ranganna continues: 4 Not long ago, I 
received a visit of a man, and he comes to me and 
says, 44 The Swami would like to see you,” and I say, 
44 If the Swami likes to see me, I am indeed most 
honoured ! ” and straight I go the next morning with 
fruits and flowers, and the Swami receives me with 
smiles and blessings and he says, “ I need your help, 
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Ranganna,” and I say, “ Of course, everything is yours, 
Swamiji,” and the Swami says, 44 There is much pollu- 
tion going on and I want to fight against it,” and I 
say, 44 I am for fighting against all pollution,” and the 
Swami says, “ For some time there has been too much 
of this pariah business. We arc brahmins and not 
pariahs. When the pariahs will have worn out their 
karma, and will have risen in the waters of purification, 
nobody will prevent them from becoming brahmins, 
even Sages, in their next lives. But this Gandhi, who 
is no doubt a very fine person, is meddling with the 
dharma sastras, the writ laws of the ancient sages, and 
I am not for it. He said he would like to see me, and 
I saw him and told him what I thought of it. But 
he said we did not interpret the dharma sastras correctly, 
and of course it was ridiculous to say that, for who 
should know better, he or I? But one cannot break 
the legs of the ignorant. Now, what I have to say is 
simple: we want to fight against this anti-Untouchable 
campaign, and I may tell you in confidence, the 
powers that be, well, they are with the guardians of 
our trusted traditions.” 

‘ “ Swamiji,” I said, “ how can you accept the help 
of a foreign Government? Do not the dharma sastras 
themselves call the foreigners mlechas , Untouchables? ” 
and the Swami said, “ Governments are sent by the 
Divine Will and we may not question it,” and he 
added, 44 And I may say the Government has promised 
to help us morally and materially,” and at this I got so 
angry that I rose to go, but the Swami held me by the 
two hands and said, “ Do take your seat! ” but I said, 
“ No, I cannot, I cannot,” and it was on that very 
day I took the vow to open our temple to the pariahs, 
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and that is why I opened it to them •••’ There was 
a long ovation — 4 And therefore, brothers, know for 
sure what religion is wearing behind its saffron robes. 
Choose between a saint like Mahatma Gandhi who 
has given up land and lust and honours and comfort 
and has dedicated his life to the country, and these 
fattened brahmins who want to frighten us with their 
excommunications, once the Government has paid them 
well.’ 

At this the Police Inspector comes up and says, 4 1 
put you under arrest ! ’ and Advocate Ranganna 
answers, 4 Well, on what authority? ’ and the Police 
Inspector shows him a magistrate’s order, and Ran- 
ganna offers himself up to the Police, and there is a 
huge, hoarse cry, and ovation after ovation rises — 
' Gandhi Mahatma ki jai! * — ' Vande Mataram! * — and 
processions immediately form themselves, and with 
Volunteers on either side they march through bazaar 
and street and lane, and women rush to the veranda, 
and children follow them still muttering the multipli- 
cation tables, and as dusk falls and lights flash from 
house to house, so shrill rises the cry of ( Mahatma 
Gandhi ki jai ! * that by the Imperial Bank buildings 
police cars are already waiting, and the crowd is 
violently dispersed. 

And when the morning came the papers were full 
of it, and Rangamma’s Blue paper brought it all to us, 
and that is how we knew it all. And then we looked 
at each other and said, 4 So that is how it is with Bhatta/ 
and everybody said, 4 And so it is!’ and Rangamma 
said, 4 That is why Bad& Khan was so often seen with 
him/ and Nanjamma said, 4 Do you remember, sister, 
he was nowhere to be seen on that awful night?* and 
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everybody said, ‘ Yes, surely and fools we were not to 
have seen it earlier,’ and we all felt the kernel of our 
hearts bum, for Bhatta had walked our streets a copper 
pot in hand and we had fed him. Only Rama- 
krishnayya said, ‘ There is still many a good heart in 
this world, else the sun would not rise as he does nor 
the Himavathy flow by the Kenchamma Hill,* and 
all looked at the stars and said, ‘ Yea, the stars of the 
Seven Sages hang above us,’ and as a wall-lizard 
clucked propitiously, we all beat our knuckles upon 
the floor and named the Holy Name, and there came 
with it such peace into our hearts that we walked back 
home with the light in our souls. And somewhere 
beyond the Bebbur Mound, somewhere beyond the 
Bebbur Mound and the Kenchamma Hill, out against 
the sky that ruses over Karwar, out over the river, there 
seemed to stand as one might have said, the supple, 
firm figure of Moorthy, a Gandhi-cap upon his head 
and a Northern shirt flowing down his waist to the 
knees. And there was something in his eyes that shone 
and showed that he had grown even more sorrowful 
and calm. 

And week after week passed, and Rangamma’s 
Blue paper brought us this news and that news, and 
Pandit Venkateshia said, ‘ Why should I not make it 
come? * and he too began to receive it every Saturday 
evening, and Range Gowda came and said, 1 Ran- 
gamma, Rangamma, I do not know how to read, but 
my little mosquito goes to school and, if he is worth 
the milk he has drunk, he will read it out to us,’ and 
he too began to get the paper through Postman 
Subbayya, and evening after evening we gathered on 
Rangamma’s veranda, and when Ramakrishnayya had 
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explained to us a chapter from the Vedanta sutras , 
kneading vermicelli or shaping wicks for the festivals, 
we began to speak about Moorthy, while our men sat 
at the village gate, rubbing the snuff or chewing the 
tobacco leaf, and it seems they said many wicked things 
about the Government. 

Then Seenu would sometimes go to Karwar with a 
Friday cart and come back with a Tuesday-morning 
cart, and he would tell us about Sankar and Advocate 
Ranganna and Seetharamu; and Vasudev, too, would 
sometimes go in a Skeffington Estate lorry, and he 
would sometimes slip through the evening and tell us 
about Moorthy and the Case, and everybody said, 

4 The Goddess will free him. She will appear before the 
judges and free him.* And Rangamma vowed she 
would offer a Kanchi sari to Kenchamma if he were 
released, and Ratna said she would have a thousand- 
and-eight flames ceremony performed, and Nanjamma 
said she would give the Goddess a silver belt, and 
Pariah Rachanna said he would walk the holy fire, and 
all said, 4 The Goddess will never fail us — she will free 
him from the clutches of the Red-man But Vasudev, 
who was a city boy, said, 4 No, sister, they will give 
him a good six months,’ and we all said, ‘ No, no, 
never! * and Vasudev said, 4 Well, think what you will, 
I know these people,’ and Rangamma then suddenly 
said, 4 Let me go to the city and sec cousin Seetharamu, 
he is an advocate and he can tell me something about 
it,’ and Nanjamma said, 4 I too will come with you, 
sister, for I have to go to my daughter’s confinement, 
and now or in three weeks is all the same to me,’ 
and that is why one Pushya night Kitta put the 
bulls to the cart, and Rangamma and Nanjamma 
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went down to Karwar to see Moorthy. 

And when they had bathed and said their prayers, 
Rangamma said to Seetharamu, 4 Seetharamu, who is 
looking after Moorthy’s affair? * and Seetharamu said, 
‘Why, Sankar! * and she said, ‘Why not go and see 
him?’ and he said, 4 Of course!*, and he put on the 
turban and the coat and they went straight to Sankar, 
and when Sankar saw Rangamma he said, ‘ Aunt, it 
is a long time since I saw you — how are things with 
you? ’ and Rangamma answered, ‘ Everything is safe 
— but I have come to speak about Moorthy,’ and 
Sankar said, ‘ I love him like a brother, and I have 
found no better Gandhist,* and Rangamma said, 
4 Why, he is the saint of our village,’ and Sankar said, 
‘ Some day he will do holy deeds,’ and Rangamma 
said, ‘ Is there nothing to be done to free him from 
prison?’ and Sankar said, 4 We have done all we can, 
but the Police say it is he who arranged the assault, 
the assault of the pariahs on the Police,’ and Rangamma 
said, 4 Siva ! Siva ! Never such a thing would our 
Moorthy do,’ and Sankar said, 4 Of course, of course, 
aunt,’ and Rangamma said, 4 Is there nothing I can 
do here? ’ and Sankar said, 4 Nothing for the moment. 
But stay and wait for the results,’ and Rangamma said, 
4 So be it,’ and that is why she did not come back 
even for the harvest reapings. 

And when she came back for the Corn-distribution 
Barber Venkata said, ‘ And, Mother, what about 
Moorthappa? ’ and Pariah Rachanna took his two 
measures and said, 4 And, Mother, what have the Red- 
man’s Government said about Moorthappa? * and 
Boatman Sidda said, 4 If this Government’s people were 
really sons of their father, they would have asked us 
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to stand and bear witness before them ! ’ and Gold- 
smith Nanjundia said, ‘ Oh, let them do what they 
like. Our Moorthy is like gold— the more you heat 
it the purer it comes from the crucible,’ and the women 
said, ‘ Oh, when you strike a cow you will fall into the 
hell of hells and sufTer a million and eight tortures 
and be born an ass. And if this Government cannot 
tell the difference between a deer and a panther, well, 
it will fall into the mouth of the precipice,’ and Rice- 
pounding Rajamma, who had an evil tongue, said, 
‘ May this Government be destroyed ! ’ and she spat 
three times. And so, from day to day, people said this 
against the Government and that against the Police, 
and when our Rang£ Gowda got dismissed from 
his Patel-ship, they all cried out, ‘ Oh, this is against 
the ancient laws — a patel is a pat el from father to son, 
from son to grandson, and this Government wants to 
eat up the food of our ancestors,’ and everybody, as 
they passed by the Kcnchamma grove, cried out, 
‘ Goddess, when the demon came to eat our babes and 
rape our daughters, you came down to destroy him and 
protect us. Oh, Goddess, destroy this Government,’ 
and when the women went to cut grass for the calves, 
they made a song, and mowing the grass they sang: 

Goddess, Goddess, Goddess Kenchamma, 

The Mother-in-law has wicked eyes, 

And the Sister-in-law has hungry stomach, 

Betel-nuts never become stone. 

And a virgin will never become pregnant, 

Red is the earth around the Goddess, 

For thou hast slain the Red-demon. 

Goddess, Goddess, 

The Mother-in-law has wicked eyes, 

And betel-nuts will never become stone. 
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And Kanchi Narsamrrra, who had a long tongue, 
added : 

Lean is the brahmin-priest, mother. 

And fat is he when he becomes Bhatta, mother. 

Fat is he when he becomes Bhatta, mother 
And he will take the road to Kashi, 

For gold has stuck in his stomach, 

And he will take the road to Kashi. 

And the Sister-in-law has hungry stomach, 

Betel-nuts will never become stone. 

To tell you the truth, Bhatta left us after harvest on 
a pilgrimage to Kashi. But, don’t they say, sister, the 
sinner may go to the ocean but the water will only 
touch his knees. 


And when Rangamma went back after the Corn- 
distributions, she went straight to Sankar instead of 
staying with cousin Seetharamu, for she had seen much 
of Sankar and she had liked him and he had liked her, 
and he had said to her, ‘ When you come to Karwar 
next, come and stay with me, aunt, and you will help 
me in my work,’ and Rangamma had said, ‘ I am 
poor of mind and of little learning, what can I do for 
you, Sankaru? ’, and he had answered, ‘ That does not 
matter, aunt — what we need is force and fervour, and 
I am living with my little daughter and my aged 
mother, and you may perhaps arrange my papers and 
look after the Congress correspondence,* and though 
Rangamma was the humblest of women, she liked 
this, and she said, 1 If the gods choose me, I will not 
say “ Nay and that’s whv she went to stay with 

137 



Sankaru. And when Waterfall Venkamma heard of 
this she said, ‘ Oh ! this widow has now begun to live 
openly with her men,’ and she spat on the house and 
said this man had her and that man had her, and she 
began to say she would go to the courts and have back 
Rangamma’s property, for land and lust and wifely 
loyalty go badly together, like oil and soap and hot 
water. But she said, ‘ Let Bhatta come and he will do 
it for me \ But our Rangamma was as tame as a cow 
and she only said, ‘ One cannot stitch up the mouths 
of others. So let them say what they like.* And as 
everybody knew, Sankar was an ascetic of a man and 
had refused marriage after marriage after he had lost 
his wife, and everybody had said, ‘ This is not right, 
Sankaru. You arc only twenty-six and you have just 
put up the Advocate’s sign-board, and you will soon 
begin to earn, and when you have a nine-pillared house 
you will need a Lakshmi-likc goddess to adorn it,* but 
Sankar simply forced a smile and said, ‘ I have had a 
Lakshmi and I, a sinner, could not even keep her, and 
she has left me a child and that is enough *. But his 
old father came and said, ‘ But, no, Sankaru, you 
cannot do that. You are our eldest son, and you have 
to give us at least a grandson so that when we are 
dead our manes would be satisfied,’ but Sankar smiled 
back again and said, ‘ If you want the marriage-thread 
to be tied in an ocean of tears, I shall. But otherwise 
I will not. I have a daughter and I will bring her up. 
And you will come and stay with me and we shall 
have a household running,’ and the old . mother wept 
and the old father knit his eyebrows, but Sankar smiled 
back and said, ‘ I shall obey you,’ but they did not 
press him further, and they said, ‘ His wife Usha was 
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such a god-like woman. She would never utter a word 
loud, and never say “ nay ” to anything. And when 
she walked the streets, they always said what a holy 
wife she was and beaming with her wifehood, and 
never a mother-in-law had a daughter-in-law like her,* 
and they both said, ‘ Well, we can understand Sankaru. 
When one has lost Usha nothing can replace her.* And 
they never again gave Sankar’s horoscope to anyone, 
and they came to stay with him and look after his 
sanctum and his child. 

And the old father, who was a retired Taluk Office 
clerk, knew how to write English, and he said he 
would address envelopes for Congress meetings, and 
sometimes he went to join Dasappa, who had opened 
a khadi shop in the town. And when Dasappa was ill 
or away on Congress duty, it was old Venkataramayya 
who looked after the shop, measuring out yard after 
yard of khadi and saying, ‘ This is from the Badanaval 
centre, and that is from the pariahs of Siddapura, and 
this upper cloth is almost the work of the Mahatma, 
for where do you think it comes from? — Sabarmati it- 
self! * And when a young man came to buy a towel 
or pair of dhotis he would say, ‘ H£, have you read the 
latest Young India?' and if he should say ‘Nay,’ he 
would tell them they were a set of buffaloes fit to be 
driven with kick and knout, and thrusting the paper 
into the young man’s hands, he would offer him a chair 
and say, ‘ Read this, it is useful,* or ‘ Skip through this, 
it is less useful,’ and when children came' he gave them 
pinches and peppermints and told them stories of Tilak 
and Gandhi and Chittaranjan Das, and such funny 
stories they were, too, that they called him Gandhi- 
grandpa. And his wife cooked food for the family and 
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she said, ‘ One day Sankar will earn as much as Advo- 
cate Ranganna, and he will buy a motor car, too,’ 
but Sankar laughed and said, ‘ Mother, you must 
forget your dreams. Don’t you see I am not a man 
to make money? ’ At which Satamma said this about 
what Ramachandra had said about Sankar’s reputation, 
and that about Professor Patwardhan’s appreciation: 

‘ Your son Sankar, he is a saint,’ and when he walked 
the main bazaar, they used to say, ‘ Look there, there 
goes the Ascetic Advocate People sometimes looked 
at his khadi coat and his rough yarn turban and laughed 
at this ‘ walking advocate,’ and others said, ‘ No, no, 
he follows the principles of the Mahatma — ‘ And 
what, pray, are the principles of the Mahatma? ’ — 
4 Why, don’t you know Sankar does not take a single 
false case, and before he takes a client he says to him, 
“ Swear before me you are not the criminal ! ” and 
the client says this and that, but Sankar always comes 
back to the point and says, “ You know if you do not 
tell me the whole truth, well, I may be forced to with- 
draw in the middle of the case,” ’ and, indeed, as 
everyone knows, he withdrew in the middle of the case 
between Shopkeeper Rama Chetty and Contractor 
Seenappa over false accounts, between Borehalli 
Nanjunda and Tippayya, and you know how he with- 
drew in the last criminal case they had in Karwar. 
You see, this is what really happened. One Rahman 
Khan was supposed to have tried to murder one Subba 
Chetty, for Subba Chetty had taken away his mistress 
Dasi. And everybody said, ‘ Poor Subba Chetty, poor 
Subba Chetty ! * — and everybody said, 4 He will win 
the case easily \ And Subba Chetty was an old client 
of Sankar and so he goes to Sankar and tells him the 
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story and swears it is all true, and Sankar says, ‘ Now 
this is going to be a criminal case, and if you have 
hidden a thing small as a hair, you will come to grief, 
Subba Chetty! * And Subba Chetty sheds many a tear 
and says he is a good householder and he would never 
tell a lie and the lingam in his hand is witness to it. 
And Sankar takes the case and prepares the papers, 
and he says he will have to see Dasi, but Subba Chetty 
says, ‘ Dasi is very ill, Father, but her word is my 
word and my word is hers,’ and Sankar says, ‘ Bring 
her before the sessions,’ and Subba Chetty says, ‘ If 
Siva wills, so it shall be,’ and Sankar says, ‘ Then you 
may go ’ ; and the case is filed and summonses are sent 
and the hearing arrives, and Subba Chetty is the last 
to come and says the wheels broke down and the rains, 
how they poured, and this and that, and when Dasi 
comes to the bar she is as hale as a first-calved cow, 
and she turns this way and she turns that way and she 
does her hair and wipes her eyes and stands up and 
sits down and bites her sari-fringe, and Subba Chetty 
gets angry and says, ‘ Stop this concubine show! ’ And 
when the cross-examination begins it is Advocate 
Ramanna who begins to heckle her with questions, and 
Dasi breaks into a fit of sobs and says something and 
Subba Chetty cries, ‘Woman! Woman!’ and Dasi 
runs up to the advocate and falls at his feet and says, 
‘I know nothing, Father! Nothing!’ And when 
Sankar hears that, he asks the judge for permission to 
speak to his client, and he says to Subba Chetty, ‘ On 
your mother’s honour, tell me if you have not concocted 
the story to pinch Rahman Khan’s coconut-garden? * 
And Subba Chetty trembles and says, ‘ No, no, 
Sankarappa ! * But Sankar has seen the game and he 
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turns to the magistrate and says, ‘ I beg to ask your 
Lordship for an adjournment,’ and the magistrate, who 
knows Sankar’s ways, says, 4 Well, you have it When 
Sankar gets back home, he asks Subba Ghetty to speak 
the truth, and Subba Chetty tells him how he had 
employed Dasi to go and live with Rahman Khan and 
to enrage him against Subba Chetty, 4 with drink and 
smoke and lust,’ and with drink and smoke and lust 
Rahman Khan had cried out he would murder that 
Subba Chetty and had run out with an axe and Subba 
Chetty had cried out, ‘Murder! Murder!’ in the 
middle of the street, and Dasi had run out innocently 
and tried to calm Rahman Khan, who was so weak 
that he had rolled upon the earth, an opium lump. 
And when Sankar heard this he said, 4 Go and confess 
this to the magistrate,’ and the next day the magistrate 
gave him three years’ rigorous imprisonment, with one 
year for Dasi. And in public Sankar had asked pardon 
of Rahman Khan, who got six months, too. 

It is from that day that people said, 4 Take care when 
you go to Sankar; he will never take a false case’. 
And he took but the lowest fee, and when the clients 
were poor he said to his clerk, 4 Make an affidavit for 
Suranna’s Dasanna. Stamps, private account, please,’ 
and people began to come to him more and more and 
never was there a man in Karwar that had risen so 
quickly in public esteem and legal success as he. But 
he never bought a car and never dressed in hat and 
boots and suit, and always smiled at everyone. And 
when the court was over he did not go like Barrister 
Sastri and Advocate Ramrao to the Bar Club to have 
whisky and soda and God knows what, but he went 
straight to the floor above the khadi shop, where the 
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new Hindi teacher Surya Menon held classes, and when 
Sankar had time he divided the class into two and gave 
a lesson to the late-comers. He said Hindi would be 
the national language of India, and though Kannada 
is good enough for our province, Hindi must become 
the national tongue, and whenever he met a man in 
the street, he did not say ‘ How are you? ’ in Kannada, 
but took to the northern manner and said 4 Ram-Ram 
But what was shameful was the way he began to talk 
Hindi to his mother, who understood not a word of it, 
but he said she would learn it one day; and he spoke 
nothing but Hindi to his daughter, and if by chance 
he used an English word, as they do in the city, he 
had a little closed pot, with a slit in the lid, into which 
he dropped a coin, and every month he opened it and 
gave it to the Congress fund. And if any of his friends 
should utter an English word in his house, he would 
say, 4 Drop me a coin/ and the friends got angry and 
called him a fanatic; but he said there must be a few 
fanatics to wash the wheel of law, and he would force 
his friends to drop the coin and if they refused he 
dropped one himself. 

And he was a fanatic, too, in his dress, you know, 
sister. When he went to a marriage party he used to 
say, 4 Everyone must be in khadi or I will not go/ and 
they said, * Oh, one must have a nice Dharmawar sari 
for the bride; she cannot look like a street sweeper/ 
and he would say 4 Well, have your Dharmawar saris 
and send your money to Italian yarn-makers and 
German colour manufacturers and let our pariahs and 
peasants starve/ and when they pleaded, 4 Just one 
Dharmawar sari?* he would 4 1 am not the head 
of the family, but if you wear anything but khadi I 
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will not go! * And that is how nobody in their house 
nor in their cousin’s house had any new Dharmawar 
saris, and when they went for any kumkum and haldi 
invitation, they put on their old saris and slipped out 
through the back door. And he also made the whole 
family fast — fast on this day because it is the anni- 
versary of the day the Mahatma was imprisoned, fast 
on that day for the Jallianwalabagh massacre, and on 
another day in memory of the day of Tilak’s death, 
and some day he would have made everyone fast for 
every cough and sneeze of the Mahatma. ‘ Fasting 
is good for the mind, 5 he would say, and even on the 
days* he fasted he was in full spirits and went to court 
and span his three hundred yards of yarn every 
morning instead of his prayers, and he said the gods 
would be happy when the hungry stomachs had food. 

But what a good expression he had on his face, sister ! 
He looked a veritable Dharmaraja. And Rangamma 
told us never a man smiled more and sang more at 
home than he, and he was always the earliest to rise 
and the last to go to bed, yet he was always in the 
best of health. ‘ Lemon water and gymnastics, gym- 
nastics and lemon water, can keep the plague at the 
doorstep,’ he used to say, and to tell you the truth, 
never had Rangamma looked so healthy and serene as 
she did then. She was nearing forty, but she looked 
hardly thirty-three, and there was not a grey hair on 
her head. And she could work, too, then, she could 
talk and write and hold classes and sometimes she even 
went, they said, to meetings with Sankar. And once 
Sankar had asked her to say a few words about 
Moorthy, and she had stood up and spoken of Moorthy 
the good, Moorthy the religious, and Moorthy the 
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noble, and she had found no more words, and she had 
come down from the platform and had begun to shiver 
and tears had come into her eyes. But she said that 
was the first time, but if she had ever to speak again 
she would have no such fears, and of course we knew 
she was a tight-jawed person and she could speak like 
a man. 

Rangamma came back from Karwar for the Magh 
cattle fair, and two days later we heard that the Red- 
man’s judges had given Moorthy three months’ 
rigorous imprisonment. The whole afternoon no man 
left his veranda, and not a mosquito moved in all 
Kanthapura. 

We all fasted. 


Fhc next day the rain set in and it poured and it 
plundered all the fields and the woods, and Rama- 
krishnayya, going to spit over the railings of the 
veranda, stumbled against a pillar and, falling, lost 
consciousness, and that very night, without saying a 
word, without giving a sigh, he closed his eyes for ever. 
And everybody said, 4 The rains have come; oh, what 
shall we do for the cremations? Oh, what? * And 
Pandit Venkatcshia immediately sent for the beadles 
and asked them to raise a mango pandal on the banks 
of the Himavathy, and the good pariahs, they worked 
hour after hour during the night, and when the next 
morning the body was washed and the corpse tied to 
the bamboo, the rains suddenly lifted themselves up, 
and behind the jack-fruit tree the sun rose like a 
camphor censer alit, and while the waters were still 
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gurgling in the gutters, the procession hurried on, and 
and they lighted the pyre in the open, and the head 
burst but a moment later, and we lifted our eyes to 
the heavens and muttered, ‘ He goes the way of the 
saints \ And Rangamma vowed she would take his 
bones to Kashi, but all of a sudden the river began to 
swell and when it came crawling by the pyre, people 
asked, 4 What shall we do? Oh what? but the swell 
bubbled out by the pyre and Rangamma gave a sigh, 
and when the body was ashed down whole and only a 
few cinders lay blinking behind the bones, a huge swell 
churned round the hill and swept the bones and ashes 
away. And we all cried out ‘ Narayan ! Narayan ! ’, and 
that night, sister, as on no other night, no cow would 
give its milk, and all the night a steady rain kept patter- 
ing on the tiles, and the calves pranced about their 
mothers and groaned. . . . Lord, may such be the path 
of our outgoing Soul! 
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W hen ramakrishnayya was dead we all asked, 

‘ And now who will explain to us Vedantic 
texts, and who will discuss philosophy with us? * 
And Nanjamma said, ‘ Why, we shall ask Temple 
Ranganna!’, but we all said, ‘Temple Ranganna! 
well, he can hardly read the texts he repeats morning 
and evening, and he cannot explain to us about 
Vidya and Avidya \ ’, and Rangamma said, ‘ Why, you 
know he is also a Bhatta’s man; after all, sisters, why 
should not one of us read the texts and we comment 
on them ourselves? ’ and Nanjamma said, ‘ No, we shall 
have someone to read the texts, and you shall lead the 
commentary,’ and Rangamma said, ‘Oh yes! why, 
our Ratna knows how to read and Ratna and my 
sister are going to come and live with me, now that 
my mother has gone to my brother, and their house has 
to be rebuilt,’ and we all looked at each other, and we 
were silent, for never was a girl born in Kanthapura 
that had less interest in philosophy than Ratna. But 
we all knew Rangamma was a good woman and a 
pious soul, and if Ratna merely read out the texts, well, 
her tongue would not pollute them, would it? 

And so every afternoon Ratna began to read the 
texts to us, and when it came to discussion, Rangamma 
would say, ‘ Sister, if for the thorny pit the illusioned 
fall into, you put the foreign Government, and for the 
soul that searches for liberation, you put our India, 
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everything is clear; ' and this way and that she would 
always bring the British Government into every page 
and line. And it must have been all due to her stay 
with Sankara, for never had she spoken thus before, 
and she told us story after story from the Veda and 
Purana, and wc all said, ‘ Why, our Rangamma is 
becoming a learned person, and she will soon be able 
to discuss philosophy like Raniakrishnayya,’ and the 
more wc listened the more she impressed us, and wc 
felt there was a new strength come in Rangamma, and 
wc said to her one day, ‘ Rangamma, Rangamma, is it 
the city that gave you all this learning? and Ran- 
gamma is silent for a moment and then says, ‘ No, 
sisters, it is not only that ! * — ‘ Then what else, sister? ’ 
— and Rangamma says, 1 Why, there is something else ’ 
— ‘ And what is that, Rangamma? * and Rangamma 
says ‘ Why, sisters, I saw Sadhu Narayan.’ — ‘ And what 
did he say?’ asked Nanjamma. — ‘Why, he said noth- 
ing. He only taught me how to meditate. He said, 
“ You do not know how to practise meditation, and I 
shall teach it to you,” and he taught me the first 
principles of Yoga, and I sit every morning now, and 
I take breath through the right nostril and the left 
nostril like my father did, and strength has been flow- 
ing into me.’ So Nanjamma said, ‘ Why not show it 
to us, sister? you are not the only one who wants to 
grow saintly,’ and we all said, ‘ Show it to us, Ran- 
gamma, show it,’ and Rangamma said, ‘ Well, so be 
it \ And on the following Thursday, after the clothes 
were washed and the ablutions over, we sat by the 
Himavathy, and Rangamma repeated the name of her 
guru, Sadhu Narayan, and she showed us how to 
control our breath, and from that day on Nose-scratch- 
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ing Nanjamma, and Post-Office-House Satamma, and 
Gauramma and Vedamma and I, and even Ratna, 
began to feel stronger and stronger, the eyes stuck 
brighter in the sockets and the mind deeper in the spirit. 

And one day, when we had been practising this for 
days and days, Rangamma said, ‘ Now, sisters, I have 
seen something in the city, and I should like to see it 
here We all thought she was going to show us some 
new exercises, but they were no new exercises; she only 
said we should all get together and stand and obey 
her, and that when the Mahatma will call us to act, 
we shall have to go out and fight for him, but wc said, 
‘Nay, nay, we arc not men, Rangamma!’ but Ran- 
gamma said, ‘ In the city there arc groups and groups 
of young women, girls, married women, and widows, 
who have joined together and have become Volunteers 
— Volunteers they call them — and they practise exercises 
like the Police, and when meetings are held they all 
get together and maintain order.’ And Nose-scratching 
Nanjamma said, ‘ Why, I am not a man to fight, 
sister!’ and Rangamma said, ‘Why, sister, you need 
not be a man to fight. Do you know the story of Rani 
Lakshmi Bai, and do you know how she fought for 
India? Once upon a time when the English were still 
not masters of the country, there were many, many 
kings, and one king could not bear the other. So the 
English went to this king and said, “ We shall help 
you to rule your people. We shall only collect taxes 
for you and you shall live in your palace and be a 
king,” and they went to another and said, “ Why, you 
have enemies in the south and the east and the north, 
and you have to defend yourself against them, and we 
have a strong army, and we have much power and 
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powder and we can defend you,” and the Raja said, 
“Well, that is a fine thing! ” and he gave them titles 
and land and money. And so the English would go 
from one Maharaja to the other and one day they 
would be the kings of India. Now there was an im- 
prisoned king in India called Tantia Topi, and then 
there was Rani Lakshmi Bai, and then there were small 
kings and big kings and many landless kings, and they 
all said, “ We shall throw the Red-man into the sea,” 
and they all waited for the propitious moment. And 
then, sister, suddenly the army rose against the Red- 
man, for the Red-man wanted the Hindus to eat cow’s 
flesh and the Mohomcdan to eat pig’s flesh, and the 
army rose and fought against the Red-man — that is 
why they call it the Soldiers’ Revolt, in their language 
— and this King and that King said, “ Now this is the 
time to strike the English,” and they gathered together, 
and the worthiest of them was Rani Lakshmi Bai of 
Jhansi. Why, she rode the horse like a Rajput, and 
held her army against the British, beating them on the 
left and on the right, and the British went back and 
back, but one day they defeated her and she died upon 
her horse fighting to the last, fighting for her enslaved 
Mother. This, sister, I have read in books in the city, 
and Sankar told me many such stories. And know, 
too, sisters, how the Rajput women fought with their 
husbands, and if their husbands were defeated and the 
enemy was going to enter the fortress, they prepared 
the pyre and all went round it in prayer and finally 
jumped into the flames, for never a Rajput shall be 
slave.’ 

And Nanjamma said, ‘ Why, that’s the story The 
Red Pyre> in . . . what’s that woman? . . . Saradamma, 
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yes, in Saradamma’s novel,* and Rangamma said, 4 Of 
course, of course, and we are but unworthy of all these 
people and of all the people who are in the Congress 
and who fight with the Congress — Kamaladevi and 
Sarojini Naidu and Annie Besant all the heroic 
daughters who fight for the Mother — and we, we think 
of nothing but the blowpipe and the broom-stick, and 
the milking of the many cows. We, too, should orga- 
nize a Volunteer corps, and when Moorthy returns 
we shall go to meet him like they do in the city.* And 
we all said, 4 That will be beautiful ! * and each one 
said, 4 1 shall wear the Dharmawar sari and the diamond 
hair-flower * — 4 And I shall wear the sari I wore at 
Nanjamma’s daughter’s marriage, that everybody liked 
so much, and I shall wear the gold belt too,’ and those 
who were widows said, 4 Well, I shall wear only the 
gold belt and the necklace, now that I cannot wear the 
bangles,* and Ratna said, 4 1 shall part my hair to the 
left, and wear just a tiny kumkum mark and wear the 
sari till it reaches the toes and it will float and flutter 
so well * ; and Rangamma said, 4 We shall offer him 
arathi ,’ and all our hearts gladdened and we said, 4 That 
will be like a Bridegroom’s Welcome ceremony to go 
and meet Moorthy on the Karwar Road by the Ken- 
chamma Temple,* and we said, 4 We shall do as you 
like, sister,* and that is how we became Volunteers. 
And Rangamma said, 4 Let us not call ourselves 
Volunteers — let us call ourselves Sevika Sangha,* and 
we were called Sevis. . . . 

And when our men • heard of this, they said : was 
there nothing left for our women but to vagabond 
about like soldiers? And every time the milk curdled 
or a dhoti was not dry, they would say, 4 And this is 
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all because of this Sevi business/ and Radhamma’s 
husband beat her on that day he returned from village 
inspection, though she was seven months pregnant. And 
Post-Office Satamma’s husband would not talk to her: 

‘ Why, soon it will be as if the men will have to wear 
bangles and cook, so that you women may show your- 
selves off ! You shall not set your feet in Rangamma’s 
house again ! ’ Rangamma goes to him and says, ‘ So 
you are not a Gandhi’s man. Because Moorthy is in 
prison you are no more a Gandhi’s man,’ and Surya- 
narayana says, 4 1 am a Gandhi’s man, aunt. But if I 
cannot have my meals as before, I am not a man to 
starve . . . ’ and Rangamma says, 4 If you don’t have 
your meals in time, it is not because of our Sevika 
Sangha. We practise only in the afternoon,’ and then 
Suryanarayana says, 4 I do not know, aunt, but I want 
my wife to look after my comforts and I go out every 
morning and come home in the evening through rain 
and dark and storm,’ and Rangamma says, 4 Of course, 
Satamma has to look after your comforts. If we are 
to help others, we must begin with our husbands,’ and 
she tells Satamma, 4 Your husband is not against 
Sevika Sangha. He only wants to eat in time,’ Satamma 
grumbles and swears and says she serves him in time, 
and it is all false; but Rangamma tells her to be more 
regular in cooking, and we all say, 4 We should do our 
duty. If not, it is no use belonging to the Gandhi- 
group.’ Rangamma says, 4 That is right, sister,’ and 
we say, 4 We shall not forget our children and our 
husbands ’. But how can we be like we used to be? 
Now we hear this story and that story, and we say we 
too shall organize a foreign-cloth boycott like at 
Sholapur, we too, shall go picketing cigarette shops 
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and toddy shops, and we say our Kanthapura, too, shall 
fight for the Mother, and we always see the picture of 
Rani Lakshmi Bai that Rangamma has on the veranda 
wall, a queen, sweet and young and bejewelled, riding 
a white horse and looking out across the narrow river 
and the hills to where the English armies stand. And 
what do you think? — one day, Sata’s Rangi came run- 
ning to us and said, ‘ Aunt, I was playing with 
Nanju. And I said to him, you shall be the British 
army, and Ramu will be the Kashi Maharaj and the 
Oudh Maharaj and the Punjab Maharaj, and I will 
be Rani Lakshmi Bai, and he says he would be the 
Rani, and I say, “ But I am the woman,” and he says, 
“ That does not matter,” and I say, “ I am the woman,” 
and he says, “ I will not play,” * and Rangamma calls 
the children and says, ‘ You will be Rani Lakshmi Bai 
once, and you will then put on a turban, and he will 
put on a kumkum mark on his face and he will be 
Rani Lakshmi Bai,’ and the children were so happy 
at this that they went away puffy-cheeked and satisfied. 

And sometimes, when we stood in Rangamma’s 
courtyard, Rangamma would say, * Now, if the police 
should fall on you, you should stand without moving 
a hair,’ and we would feel a shiver run down our 
backs, and we would say, ‘ No, sister, that is too diffi- 
cult,* and Rangamma would say, * No, sister, that is 
not difficult. Does not the Gita say, the sword can 
split asunder the body, but never the soul? And if 
we say, we shall not move a hair, we shall not move 
a hair.’ And one day Nanjamma came and said, 
‘ Sisters, last night I dreamt my husband was beat- 
ing me and beating me, and I was crying and 
my bangles broke and I was saying, “ Oh, why 
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docs he beat me with a stick and not with his 
hands? ” and then when I saw him again, it was 
no more my husband, it was Bad£ Khan, and I gave 
sucli a shriek that my husband woke me up. Sister, 
I cannot fight like that,’ and Rangamma said, ‘ Well/ 
you will be with us, and if the fight begins, I shall 
say, “ Are you ready to fight with us, sister Nanjamma? 
Ready to fight without moving a hair? ” and if you 
say “ Yes, sister,” you will come with us, and if you 
say “ No,” we shall say, “ That does not matter, our 
Nanjamma is only afraid,” ’ and we say, * That is a 
fine thing, for we cannot say if we can face the police 
lathis \ But Rangamma says, ‘ When you and your 
daughters and your husbands walk the holy fire, does 
it scorch or not, sisters? * and we say, 4 No, no, Ran- 
gamma * — ‘ When Madanna and Rajanna and Siddayya 
smite their bodies with swords, when the grace of 
Kcnchamma has touched them, does it cut them, 
sister? * and we say, ‘ No, no, Rangamma * — ‘ When 
That-house Srikanta was graced by the goddess every 
Tuesday and fell flat on the ground in adoration, did 
you ever see a bruise on his skin, sisters? \ and we say, 
4 No, no, Rangamma ’ — * Well, we shall fight the police 
for Kenchamma’s sake, and if the rapture of devotion 
is in you, the lathi will grow as soft as butter and as 
supple as a silken thread, and you will hymn out the 
name of the Mahatma.’ And we all grow dumb and 
mutter ‘ Yes, sister, yes,’ and then Venkatalakshmi says, 
* But, sister, there will be Moorthy, too, and he will 
defend us/ but Rangamma merely waves her hand and 
says, * We shall see, we shall see. . . / 

And sometimes Seenu or Vasudev would come when 
we did our exercises, and they would say, ‘ We, too, 
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should organize such a corps, but the boys will not 
come,* and Rangamma says, ‘Why in your Pariah 
School you must have some boys,’ and Seenu says, ‘ No, 
Rangamma. Since the arrest of Moorthy they are all 
afraid. They say, “We are not all going to sit behind 
the cage-bars like kraaled elephants,” and when I say, 
“ What does that matter, we are for the Mahatma,” 
they say, “ Yes, yes, learned sir, but our lands will go 
uncultivated, and there will be neither child nor 
woman to pull the weeds or direct the canal water,” 
and I say “We are fighting so that the rents may be 
lowered and the foreign rule vanish, and you will all 
live happily,” and they say, “ Oh, father, we cannot 
hope for Ramarajya in these days; we live in Kali- 
yuga, learned sir,” and I say, “ So you will not fight 
for the Mahatma and Moorthy? ” and they say, “ Nay, 
nay, we shall fight, but we don’t want the prison,” and 
the women say, “ Oh, it’s good as things are, and we 
haven’t more holes in the mouth for more morsels,” 
and with this and that they are growing weaker and 
weaker. But Rang£ Gowda says “ Let the harvests be 
over, and we shall cane these idiots to follow you,” and 
I tell Range Gowda he should be with us, and he says 
“ With whom am I then? ” and he gets angry, and I 
say, “ You are with us of course, Rangfc Gowda,” and 
some day we, too, shall organize a volunteer corps. 
But, sister, you can have your eleven volunteers in the 
courtyard, for you are women. But when Bad£ Khan 
sees us, he will fall on us.’ And Vasudev says, ‘ In 
the Estate he spits and beats everyone. Already he has 
moved down to the hut by the main gate, and he and 
his dog and his woman keep guard over' everyone that 
crosses the stile. But, sister, the fever of the country 
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has got him, too, and he moans heavily from his bed. 
And his woman is not so bad, you know. When she 
sees me, she winks and lays her head upon her hand 
to say “ He is asleep,” and I slip out like a rat. After 
all, she is one of us. . . .* 

Then Vasudev turns to Rangamma and says, ‘ Why 
not start our bhajans again, sister? We shall keep it 
going as though Moorthy were not in prison/ and 
Seenu says, ‘ So we should \ But Moorthy said to 
Sankar, * Let them prepare themselves for the fight. 
But no processions or bhajan lest the police fall on 
them ! * and Vasudev says, ‘ No, if Moorthy were here 
he would start the bhajans again , 5 and Rangamma says, 
4 So I think, too , 5 and we all say, 4 That will be fine \ 
And on the Saturday that followed, Seenu went and 
blew the conch from the Promontory, and men rushed 
to the temple, men and old women and children and 
all, and we all said, 4 Now it is going to be bright again 
in Kanthapura , 5 and we knew not how to hold our 
hearts within our breasts. Cymbal, conch, and cam- 
phor, clapping hands and droning drums, the perfume 
of the sandal paste, flowers in the hair, and in our 
eyes Siva’s eyes. 

Changing he changes not, 

Ash-smeared, he’s Parvati’s sire, 

Moon on his head, 

And poison in his throat, 

Chant, chant, chant the name of Eesh, 

Chant the name of Siva Lord! 
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I N vaisakh men plough the fields of Kanthapura. 

The rains have come, the fine, first-footing rains that 
skip over the bronze mountains, tiptoe the crags, and 
leaping into the valleys, go splashing and wind-swung, 
a winnowed pour, and the coconuts and the betel-nuts 
and the cardamom plants choke with it and hiss back. 
And there, there it comes over the Bebbur Hill and 
the Kanthur Hill and begins to paw upon the tiles, 
and the cattle come running home, their ears stretched 
back, and the drover lurches behind some bel-tree or 
pipal-tree, and people leave their querns and rush to 
the courtyard, and turning towards the Kenchamma 
Temple, send forth a prayer, saying, ‘ There, there, the 
rains have come, Kenchamma; may our houses be 
white as silver/ and the lightning flashes and the 
thunder stirs the tiles, and children rush to the gutter- 
slabs to sail paper boats down to Kashi. And Agent 
Nanjundia’s wife Chennamma and Subba Chetty’s 
Putti are already in the street, filtering the waters for 
the gold-dust; and Priest Rangappa opens his book 
bundle and looks into the calendar and says, ‘Oh, 
tomorrow is the rohini star, and people will yoke their 
bulls to the plough*. And, umbrella in hand, there 
is Rang& Gowda, a coconut and betel leaves in his 
arms, and he goes to Priest Rangappa and says, ‘ And 
when, learned sir?* and Rangappa looks this side and 
that, for the beadles were no more Rang£ Gowda*s, 
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and the village was no more Rang£ Gowda’s, but the 
voice, it was for ever Range Gowda’s, and so Rangappa 
looks at the ground and says, 4 Why, tomorrow, 
Rang& Gowda ’. And Range Gowda goes home and 
swears at the beadles and Beadle C henna says, 4 And 
when is it, Patel? * — ‘ Why, tomorrow, you rat of a 
woman,’ and Beadle Chenna goes home and sleeps, and 
when the frogs have stopped croaking there is Chenna 
with his drum in his hand crying, ‘ Oh, Oh&, this 
morning the plough will be blessed,’ and people say, 
4 Oh, this morning already,’ and Satanna rises up and 
says, ‘ Why, my right eye winks, we shall have a grand 
harvest,’ and Weaver Chennayya rushes up and washes 
himself, and puts oil on his hair, and his wife goes to 
the back yard to pick flowers in the garden, and 
Chandrayya puts on the velvet coat he had made in 
town, when he won his case against Sidda, and 
Ramayya opens his eyes wide and looks between the 
tiles and says, 4 Oh, Sun-god, give us a fine harvest this 
year and I’ll pay up Bhatta’s 375 rupees, and marry 
my last daughter and offer to Kenchamma the goat 
that I promised her for my woman’s cure,’ and Pariah 
Timmayya says, 4 Oh, why shall I wake? My yoke 
is without bulls, and my field without grain,’ but his 
wife, strong woman that she is, she says, 4 Go, man, 
the gods are not so unkind,’ and Timmayya grumbles 
and groans, and with neither flower nor caste-mark 
he goes into the street — while men and boys drive the 
bulls out, ploughs on their shoulders and whips in their 
hands, and when they come to the river, they rub the 
bulls and wash them and tie flowers to their horns, 
and 4 H£, h£,’ they say as they drive them to the temple 
courtyard. 
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4 H£, hi,* the rains have sunk into the earth, and 
Gap-tooth Siddayya drives his stick into the earth and 
says, 4 Why, she has gone four fingers deep,’ and they 
all say, 4 Why, it rained as though the goddess had 
asked for it And then, when the day is all wide and 
the men and the bulls are all come, there comes Priest 
Rangappa with his holy jug on his head and his wet 
clothes in his hands, and says, 4 You are all here! hi? * 
and they answer, 4 Yes, learned sir,’ and he opens the 
door, pulls wide the holy .curtain, bathes the goddess 
and adorns her, and Trumpet Lingayya and Pipe 
Ramayya are there, and they stand by the champak 
and they blow the horn to the east and the west and 
the north and the south, and from the east and the 
west and the north and the south, in the ringing rain- 
cleared air, there comes back the rasp and roar of the 
horn, and people are seen rushing with their ploughs 
and bulls, and the bells of the yoke go ringing through 
the temple grove. They are coming, Rachanna and 
Madanna, and even Potter Ranga and Pariah Sidda 
and Timmayya’s son Bhima, and Mota and Tippa, 
who had neither bulls nor fields, they, too, come with 
flowers in their hair. And Priest Rangappa says with 
his gruff voice, 4 And you are all ready, you sons of 
my woman?’ and they all cry out, 4 Of course! Of 
course! ’—‘And where is A^? * and they answer, ‘The 
Patel is coming, there he is! ’ and the Patel is seen 
coming on his horse, his filigree shawl thrown over his 
shoulders, his durbar turban on his head and his 
English reins in his hands, and Mada running behind 
him, as though Collector and Governor could wipe 
the saliva off their mouths, but never would Rang& 
Gowda be anything but Patel in Kanthapura. And 
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when he reaches the Black-serpent’s ant-hill he gets 
down, throws the reins into Mada’s hands and walks 
up unhurriedly to the courtyard. And Priest Rangappa 
is heard to ring the bell in the sanctum, and all eyes 
grow dim and the eyelids droop and everyone says, 
4 There, there the goddess is going to show her face,’ 
and they tremble and press against each other, and 
when the legs itch they do not scratch, when the waters 
drip they do not shake, and then suddenly the curtain 
is drawn, and Mother Kenchamma is there straight, 
bright and benign, and the candelabras weave their 
lights around her, and they say, ‘ Maybe, she has 
passed a good night ! * Then Priest Rangappa lights the 
camphor and lifts it up to her jewelled face and takes 
it round her diamond-hands and ruby feet, and then 
flowers quietly roll down her face, and they all say, 
4 There, she has sent us her blessings. Oh, Kenchamma, 
give us a fine harvest and no sickness, Kenchamma, 
Kenchamma, goddess,’ and even the bulls stand 
without waving their tails. And then Rangappa comes 
with a pot of holy water and splashes it now on this 
bull and now on that, and they shiver and slouch back, 
waving their bells to the goddess, and the camphor 
and the sandal are brought, and men take the camphor 
and the sandal, and they all look up to see if the sun 
is visible somewhere, and there, beyond the temple 
gro^e over the Horse-head Hill, there is a ruddy streak 
as wide as a sari hem, and they tremble and fold their 
hands and whisper. And then Rang£ Gowda whispers 
to Priest Rangappa and Priest Rangappa to Subb£ 
Gowda, #< Why, yours are the youngest bulls. You will 
tie them to the yoke,’ and he is so proud, and he 
comes forward to his three-year-old Amrithamahal bulls, 
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that he had bought at the Santur cattle fair, and the 
plough is clean and sharp, and everybody looks up 
again and again for the goddess’ vehicle Eagle to show 
itself, and as Priest Rangappa goes on chanting the 
hymns and ringing the bell, there he comes from over 
the temple spire, there he comes, the feather of God, 
and turns once, twice, thrice round the temple and the 
men and the bulls, and the horns shout across the grove 
and the valley to the mountain-tops. And Priest 
Rangappa breaks a coconut on the rock and they throw 
flowers and coloured rice as Subbe Gowda cries out, 
‘ Iiehe, hch£, ho ! *, and the plough cuts the earth and 
spatters the clods, and the farther they go the lighter 
docs it cut. And when the Serpent field and the village 
common and the tank gardens are done, Subba lifts 
its straight out, and the bulls run the faster, and they 
cry, * Hoyla ! Hoyla ! ’ and throwing the flowers and 
splashing the rice, they rush past the Skeffington Estate, 
and Bhatta’s Devil fields, and the river-bank, and once 
the temple tank is reached, Subba staggers and swirls 
round, and going down the mound comes straight into 
the courtyard, and he stops — and they all stop and 
cough and wipe away their sweat, while Temple 
Rangappa breaks a coconut again and offers it to the 
bulls. And they all throw puffed rice at each other 
and they offer Rangappa a nickel coin each, and then 
Rangappa goes in and comes out with a silver pot of 
holy water, and he throws a handful in each of the 
eight directions, and they say, 4 Now, we can till the 
earth,* and with the sacred flower behind their ears, 
and their hearts rich with holiness, the women rush 
back to their homes and men to their fields, crying 
‘ Hoye ! Hoye ! Hoyeee-la ! * 
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And Siddanna’s neighbour shouts to Madanna, and 
Madanna’s neighbour shouts to Rachanna, ‘ H£, the 
dame is soft, h£, brother? ’ — 4 Oh yes, soft as a pump- 
kin’s kernel.’ — ‘ H£, the river is rising, brother, do you 
see the brownish waters? ’ And then there is a grunt 
and gurgle from over the Blue Mountains, and a fine, 
swishing rain pours down upon the earth. They stop 
the bulls, and seated beneath the tamarind trees, they 
light their bidies, and when the cows are milked, 
women take them their food. Today there will be 
sweetmeats and fresh rice. ‘Oh, you prostitute of a 
wind ! She’s showing her tricks again. Stop, you 
bitch ! ’ There ! The winds die over the river, and the 
rain pours on. 

O Kenchamma, in a week we shall have ploughed 
and manured and sowed. Send us rain for three days, 
dry weather for two days, and rain again, a fine, soft 
rain, Kenchamma. And when Moorthappa comes, let 
the rice be fine as filigree and the mangoes yellow 
as gold, and we shall go out, horn and trumpet and 
gong before us, and break coconuts at his feet. O 
Moorthappa, Kenchamma will protect us all. . . . 

They say he’ll come, Moorthy, when the winds will 
have risen. 

Then everybody said, ‘ We shall do this for Moorthy’s 
coming and that for Moorthy’s coming,’ and Rangamma 
said she would offer a feast at the river, a moonlight 
feast, and Nanjamma said she would offer a syrup- 
and-banana libation at the temple, and some said they 
would spin more and more, and Pariah Lingayya said 
he would offer Moorthy a red khadi shawl, and Seenu 
said, 4 Why, I shall make the boys sing, 44 Oh, such 
were our men of 1857 But Vasudev said Bad£ 
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Khan was looking strange lately, and that something 
must be in his head, but Rangamma said, ‘ Well, so 
be it, what docs it matter? We are so many now,’ 
and everybody said, ‘ Well, it will be fine when Moorthy 
comes’; and Chinnamma’s mother-in-law was so 
happy that she said, ‘ The rice-eating ceremony of the 
child, well it will be when Moorthy is our guest 
Pariah Rachanna says, ‘ Why not build a pandal at 
the entrance of the village, like we do when the 
Collector comes?’ And they go to see Rangamma: 

‘ Mother Rangamma, when is he coming, our Moor- 
thappa? ’ and Rangamma says, ‘ I do not know, it 
must be on Saturday or Tuesday,’ and Lingayya says, 
‘ Then you’ll tell us poor folk, Mother, and we shall 
make it bright, and have a pandal and have the 
camphor lighted to the village-gate goddess,’ and 
Rangamma feels so happy that she says, ‘ Why, it shalt 
be grand 

And that afternoon, Postman Subbayya, who had 
no fire in his stomach and was red with red and blue 
with blue, comes running with the Blue paper in his 
hand and says, ‘ Rangamma, Rangamma, your Moorthy 
is released,’ and we all say, ‘ Show us that, show us! ’ 
and Rangamma snatches the paper and reads out that 
Moorthy has been released from prison, and that he has 
said this and that, and Sankar had organized a huge 
meeting to receive him, and we all said, ‘ So he’s 
coming now, he’s coming,’ and we left our vermicelli 
paste and cotton wicks and we sang, ‘ The Blue-god 
he comes, prancing and playing,’ and the pariahs went 
to the mango grove and tore down young leaves and 
twigs, and Patel Range Gowda said, 4 Take two 
banana trunks from my garden,’ and they slew two 
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banana trunks, and when evening came there swung 
over the Karwar Road a yellow arch of banana leaves 
and a green festoon of mango leaves, and the two 
candelabras stood like Brahma’s guardians of the twin 
portals, and everybody said, ‘ It will be so fine on 
Tuesday, it will be like the Swing festival of the 
Goddess *. 

But when Venkamma hears of this she says, ‘ Oh, 
you polluted ones, this is what you are going to do! 
Well, well ! and she rushes straight to Rangappa to 
consult him about her daughter’s nuptial date, for 
young Nanja had come of age a few days before, and 
she says, ‘ Can it be this Tuesday, Rangappa? ’ and 
Rangappa finishes his evening prayers, and takes a 
pinch of snuff and, opening the calendar, he says, 

4 Why, it may be ; but they say that fellow Moorthy is 
coming,’ and she says, * It is just that Rangappa — 
don’t you see? ’, and she sends messengers to Alur to 
inform her gap-toothed son-in-law of the nuptial 
ceremony, and the next morning at the river she says, 
4 1 want my daughter to go to her husband’s house, 
soon. Tuesday will be the nuptial day, and you are 
all welcome, sisters, and the invitation will be sent 
on to you,* and we all say, ‘ But that’s the day 
Moorthy is coming,* and she says, * Well, choose 
between a brahminic feast and a feast for a polluted 
pig,* and they say, 4 Why, of course, Moorthy was 
excommunicated; but how funny that we forgot all 
about it since he’s been in prison ! ’, and Venkamma 
cries out, 4 That’s it, sister. You forget it. But this 
stomach that has borne eight children cannot forget 
it. If you had a daughter to marry, you would not 
forget it, would you? ’ 
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In the evening the invitation rice is sent — it is 
Priest Rangappa’s wife Lakshamma who brings it, and 
she says, ‘ In Venkamma’s house there will be a nuptial 
ceremony on Tuesday. You are all invited,’ and they 
offer kumkum to her silently in return, and every- 
body asks, ‘ And now what shall we do? ’ and they 
speak of it to their husbands and their husbands speak 
to their aunts, and the aunts say, * Why, you cannot 
refuse a nuptial feast. If there’s no married woman 
to offer kumkum water to the wife and husband, well, 
tomorrow you may have your own daughter’s marriage, 
and she may go unblessed ! ’ and they all say, ‘ Of 
course ! Of course ! ’ And the next morning everyone 
is late at the river, and when Rangamma goes up the 
steps, they all whisper together, ‘ Now we are safe. 
Now we are safe,’ but as they pass through the Pariahs’ 
quarter and the Weavers’ quarter and the Potters’ 
quarter, they see that a mango-leaf garland of welcome 
hangs at each door and the courtyards are swept and 
washed and decorated. And at the village gate carts 
are seen to come up, carts from Alur that bring Ven- 
kamma’s son-in-law, and his relations and his relations’ 
relations. And when they are at the mango grove, they 
sec Bade Khan coming down the Bebbur Mound, his 
dog and boots and cummerbund and all. And Nose- 
scratching Nanjamma turns to Satamma and whispers, 
‘ It seems Nanja gets a hundred-and-fifty rupee diamond 
nose-ring ’. — 4 Oh, probably it’s his first wife’s nose-ring,’ 
says Satamma sadly. 

The cornets are already piping the Song of Welcome 
on Venkamma’s veranda. 
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They said Moorthy would come by the blue bus that 
runs from Kallapuri to Karwar, and we all said ‘ That 
will be when the sun has passed over the courtyard,’ 
and we were at the village gate when the cattle had 
drunk the afternoon rice-water and gone, and the 
pariahs were already there, with blankets and coconuts 
and horns, and the weaver folk were there with silk 
upper-cloths, and the potters with pots and the betel- 
sellers with betel leaves, and even lazy Rang£ Gowda 
was there, rubbing his eyes and waving his turban to 
keep away flies and perspiration — so sultry was the day. 
And Rangamma and Ratna were in the shade of the 
pipal-platform, and Satamma’s daughter Ranga and 
Nanjamma’s daughter Sata were there too. ‘ Oh, you 
need not come to Venkamma’s dinner, children. You 
are still young, you can go to meet Moorthy,’ they had 
said, and given them a cold meal and a glass of 
watered curds. And Ranga and Sata prepared the 
kumkum water, and they gave us all coloured rice, and 
we all said, 1 He’ll be here soon — he’s coming, he’s 
coming,’ and the stones beneath began to scorch us, 
and someone said, * Why, the bus must have met with 
an accident,* and everyone said, 4 No, no, speak not of 
such ill omens,’ and the pariahs scratched their legs and 
began adjusting the grape-fruit here, the coconut there, 
and the mango leaves everywhere on the pandal, and 
people sat down and opened their betel-bags and snuff- 
boxes, and some said, 4 Come let us remove these 
stones,’ and they removed the pebbles from the path. 

And suddenly there was a screech and hoot, and we 
said, 4 Why, that’s the car ! * and we all thought, 4 Now 
the bus has stopped at the finger-post. Seenu and 
Vasudev, who are there, will stand, with shut eyes and 
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gaping mouths expectant. Then, he’ll come down to 
us. First he; then his bundles. And people will say, 
“ Who is he that people wait on him? ” Oh, if only 
we were there. . . .’ And then he would take the road 
to Kanthapura, and we said he would be firm and soft- 
eyed and pilgrim-looking, and we imagined him with 
this look on his face and that flash in his eyes, and 
Pariah Lachamma said, ‘ Maybe the goddess will send 
a wide rainbow and a rain of flowers to welcome him,* 
and she stood there gaping at the skies and murmuring 
funny things to the goddess. And hearts began to beat, 
and yet we saw no Moorthy, and yet no Moorthy, and 
yet no Moorthy, and yet not a hair of his head was 
seen, and we were silent as though in the sanctum at 
the camphor ceremony. Yet no Moorthy, and no 
Moorthy, and the bus had surely passed by the riVer, 
ovtr the bridge and up the Santur valley, and Ran- 
gamma got so anxious that she sent Pariah Lingayya 
to run and see, and Pariah Lingayya ran and ran, and 
from the top of the road cried out, ‘ No, no,’ and we 
all looked to this side and that and no Moorthy and 
no Seenu either was to be seen, and our hearts began 
to beat like drums, and Ratna said, ‘ I’ll see if he’s 
come by the mango grove,’ and Ratna ran like a boy, 
and behind her ran young Chenna, and Chenna was 
followed by Cowherd Sidda; and then came a voice 
from the Promontory, it was Seenu’s and he was 
calling us, and we cried out, ‘ What is it? What? ’ 
and we rushed with the kumkum water spurting and 
splashing, and the flower garlands tearing in our hands 
and the coconuts heavy, and what should we see in 
the Brahmin Square but a cordon of policemen round 
Rangamma’s house, and Rangamma says, 4 Oh, what 
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arc they doing? * and Seenu answers, ‘ Why, Moorthy 
is in. They took him out of the bus at Madur and 
brought him by the Elephant valley and the Bear’s 
Hill by car,’ and Pariah Ghenna says, 4 And we never 
heard them come,* and Pariah Lingayya says, 4 Ah, 
they’ve been up to tricks again,’ and they speak to one 
another, and then such a cry came to their tongues 
that they shrieked out, ' Vande Mataram ! 3 and Range 
Gowda cries out, f Mahatma Gandhi ki jai ! 3 and the 
Police Inspector comes out of the house and says, 4 No 
shouting please. Please disperse.’ Pariah Lingayya and 
Rachanna cry out again, 4 Mahatma Gandhi ki jai ! 3 
and the children who wanted to sing, 4 Oh, such were 
our men of 1857 * began to sing 4 Oh, such were our 
men of 1857,’ and this boy and that boy takes it up 
and a shout of songs goes up the evening blaze, while 
a whirlwind rises and throws dust and sand into our 
eyes, and still the song rises and rises, and Rangamma 
comes up the veranda and says, 4 Brothers and sisters, 
in the name of Moorthy let us disperse,’ and we all 
stand silent as a jungle. And then Rang£ Gowda says, 
4 Let us obey the Mother,’ and he goes towards his 
street, and Mada follows him, and then Mada’s brat, 
and then the pariah women and the pariah men, and 
we slip through our back yards and we stand on our 
verandas and see the policemen have gathered on 
Rangamma’s veranda, and Rangamma is listening to 
them, and Ratna is behind her, and by Ratna is 
Seenu, but Vasudev is nowhere to be seen. Perhaps 
he has already slipped back to the Skeffington Coffee 
Estate. The policemen do not leave Rangamma’s 
house till the nuptial dinner is over and the hands are 
washed and the betels chewed and the couple blessed. 
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And as the guests walk back home, their glasses in their 
hands, they look at Rangamma’s house and say, 
1 They’ve come again,’ and Nanjamma says, ‘ Oh, 
they’ll bring us pain again,’ but there was some- 
thing in the house, something in the very walls, said 
Nanjamma later, that seemed to shine and send out 
holy incense. Sister, Moorthy was back home. 

At midnight the policemen walked away through 
the Main Street, and the Pariahs' Street and the 
Weavers’ Street, but only a young Bade Khan had 
joined the bearded one, and he too came to live with 
us, and he too took a hut and a woman and settled 
down in the Skcffington Coffee Estate. 

In the morning we saw Moorthy at the river. Why, 
sister, he was as ever — as ever. Why, when one goes 
to prison, one is as ever! 
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Tow,’ said moorthy, ‘ we are out for action. A 
d-N cock does not make a morning, nor a single man 
a revolution, but we’ll build a thousand-pillared temple, 
a temple more firm than any that hath yet been builded, 
and each one of you be ye pillars in it, and when the 
temple is built, stone by stone, and man by man, and 
the bell hung to the roof and the Eagle-tower shaped 
and planted, we shall invoke the Mother to reside with 
us in dream and in life. India then will live in a 
temple of our making. Do you know, brothers and 
sisters, the Mahatma has left Sabarmati on a long 
pilgrimage, the last pilgrimage of his life, he says, with 
but eighty-two of his followers, who all wear khadi 
and do not drink, and never tell a lie, and thgy go with 
the Mahatma to the Dandi beach to manufacture salt. 
Day by day we shall await the news of the Mahatma, 
and from day to day we shall pray for the success 
of his pilgrimage, and we shall pray and fast and pour 
strength into ourselves, so that when the real fight 
begins we shall follow in the wake of the Master.’ 

‘ Meanwhile, brothers and sisters, let us get strong. 
The Congress men will have to swear again to speak 
Truth, to spin their daily one hundred yards, and put 
aside the idea of the holy brahmin and the untouchable 
pariah. You know, brothers and sisters, we are here 
in a temple, and the temple is the temple of the One, 
and we arc one with everything that is in the One, and 
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who shall say he is at the head of the One and another 
at the foot? Brothers, and this too ye shall remember, 
whether brahmin or bangle-seller, pariah or priest, we 
are all one, one as the mustard seed in a sack of mustard 
seeds, equal in shape and hue and all. Brothers, we are 
yoked to the same plough, and we shall have to press 
firm the plough-head and the earth will open out, and 
we shall sow the seeds of our hearts, and the crops will 
rise God-high. Brothers, that is the vision of the 
harvests that will rise, and we shall await, clean, with 
the heart as clean as the threshing-floor, strong as the 
pivot of the pressing-mill, and we shall offer our first 
rice and our first ragi to the Goddess Supreme. Pray, 
brothers, pray, for the Mahatma is on the last pil- 
grimage of his life, and the drums are beating, and the 
horns are twirling, and the very sea, where he’s going 
to gather and shape and bring back his salt, seems to 
march forward to give him the waters of Welcome. 
Let us be silent for a while and be united in the 
One.’ 

Seenu rang the gong, arid the eyes shut themselves 
in silence, and the brahmin heart and the weaver heart 
and pariah heart seemed to beat the one beat of Siva 
dancing. 

Strength flowed from the wide heavens into the 
hearts of all men. And we sent our strength of 
heaven to the eighty-two pilgrim men of the Mahatma. 
And we too would start our pilgrimage soon, with 
Moorthy before us. 4 Prepare yourselves for action,’ 
said Moorthy, and Siva knows how, but we forgot the 
blow-pipe and the child’s cradle and the letting-off of 
the morning cattle, and we would go out with him, 
Moorthy. What is in him, we ask, that binds our 
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heart so? After all we saw him as a child, sister. And 
yet. . . . 


Moorthy told us of the pilgrim path of the Mahatma 
from day to day; for day after day the Congress Com- 
mittee sent him information, and day after day he 
received a White paper from the city, and day after 
day this boy and that young man came up with the 
Saturday carts or Tuesday carts, and now that there 
was a bus, sometimes as we sat kneading the vermicelli 
or cleaning the rice, we would sec the tall khadi-clad 
Volunteers coming by the afternoon bus, and they went 
straight to Rangamma’s house, and they were shut up 
with Moorthy, and when they were gone, Moorthy 
would ask Secnu to ring the gong for the bhajan, and 
there he would tell us of the hundred and seventy 
Patels that had resigned their jobs — a hundred and 
seventy mind you— and of the thirty-thousand men and 
women and children who had gathered at the road- 
side, pots and beds and all, to have the supreme vision 
of the Mahatma, and then Rangamma says, ‘ Oh no, 
the Mahatma need not go as far as the sea. Like 
Harischandra before he finished his vow, the gods will 
come down and dissolve his vow, and the Britishers 
will .eave India, and we shall be free, and we shall 
pay less taxes, and there will be no policemen.* But 
Dor6, who hears this, laughs and says ‘ This is all 
Ramayana and Mahabharata ; such things never hap- 
pen in our times,* at which Pariah Rachanna gets 
angry and says, ‘ It is not for nothing the Mahatma 
is a Mahatma, and he would not be Mahatma if the 
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gods were riot with him/ and Dor£ says, 4 Maybe, may- 
be, Rachanna, I do not know,’ and wc say, 4 In five 
days’ time he will be by the sea — in three days time 
he will be by the sea — poor Mahatma, he must be 
tired out with this walk. Why should he not take a 
horse carriage or a motor car? ’ But Moorthy repeats, 

4 No, no, sister, he will not take it. He says he likes 
our ancient ways, and like the ancients he will make 
the pilgrimage on foot/ and our hearts gladdened, for 
no one ever goes like that to far Kashi, do they? And 
our Nanjamma says, 4 Oh yes, when he arrives by the 
sea, something is surely going to happen,’ and every- 
body says, 4 Maybe, maybe ’. 

And when the Monday evening came, wc knew it 
would be the morrow, it would be at five the next 
morning that the Mahatma would go out to the sea 
and manufacture salt and bring it home, and we could 
not sleep and we could not wake, and all the night 
we heard the sea conches cry like the announcing cry 
of the Belur Conch that goes trailing its OM through 
the winkless night, and people wake and music plays, 
and with torch and hymn is it sought, and with torch 
and hymn is it brought from the river below to the 
temple above, and people lie many a night in fearful 
fervour for some pointing finger of the Heavens — so 
did we lie all through that wakeful night, but no shadow 
ever flew across the stars, and no dreamer ever woke 
with a pointing dream. And when the morning was 
still on the other side of the dark we rose one by one, 
for we would bathe in the river like the Mahatma, 
at the very hour, at the very minute. Moorthy and 
Rangamma were at the river already, and just as the 
morning was colouring the Skeffington Coffee Estate, 
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wc all said, men, women, and boys, Seenu, Moorthy, 
Vasu, Nanju, Ramu, Subbu, Govinda — ‘ Ganga, 
Jumna, Saraswathi/ and rising up we dipped again 
and cried out ‘ Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! ’ And Priest 
Rangappa, coming up, says, ‘ Oh, you are all earlier 
than ever today, hmm? and we say, ‘ Today the 
Mahatma manufactures salt with his own hands, 
Rangappa, and we dip with him,’ and he laughs and 
says, ‘ Is that so? ’, and we knew why he said this, 
for as everybody knew now, Bhatta had been writing 
to him, and Bhatta had asked him to gather the grains 
and the hay and the money, arid we said, ‘ Well, 
another one is lost for us! * 

And when wc had washed and beaten our clothes, 
we sat for our meditation and we walked back home, 
with something new within our hearts. And for the 
midday meal we gave our men paysam and chitranna 
as though it were Gauri’s Festival, and the men were 
happy. Why would they not be? And in the evening 
there was bhajan. 

And the next day the White papers told us the 
Mahatma had taken a handful of salt after his ablu- 
tions, and he had brought it home, and then everybody 
went to the sea to prepare salt, and cartloads and cart- 
loads of it began to be brought back and distributed 
from house to house with music and clapping of hands. 
The police do not know what to do, and suddenly they 
fall on a cartload and the peasants say, 4 Take it ! 
Take it ! 5 but the police say, ‘You have broken the 
law/ and the men say, ‘ But we have broken it long 
ago, and the Mahatma broke it first/ but the police 
do not know what to answer, and they drag the men 
to prison, they drag them and spit on them and would 
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have beaten them had not many and many a white man 
come to see the pilgrimage of the Mahatma. And 
so day after day men go out to the sea to make salt, 
and day after day men are beaten back and put into 
prison, and yet village after village sends its women 
and men, and village after village grows empty, for 
the call of the Mahatma had sung in their hearts, and 
they were for the Mahatma and not for the 
Government. 

And we said to Moorthy, ‘ And when shall we start 
to march like the Mahatma? ’ and Moorthy says, ‘ Why, 
as soon as I get the orders from the Karwar Congress 
Committee,’ and we say, ‘ But ask them to send it soon, 
for ten heads make a herd and one head a cow,’ and 
Moorthy says, ‘ So it is, but I am a small man in the 
Congress, and I wait for the orders ’. Then Ran- 
gamma says, ‘ If you want to fight, sisters, let us 
practise the drill more often, like the men,’ and we 
say, ‘ Of course ! Of course ! ’ and now we stand in 
Rangamma’s courtyard from the time the hands are 
washed till the time the cattle come home, and we 
stand straight and hold our hands against our breasts, 
and Rangamma says, ‘ Now, imagine the policemen 
are beating you, and you shall not budge a finger’s 
length,’ and we close our eyes and we imagine Bad£ 
Khans after Bad£ Khans, short, bearded, lip-smacking, 
smoking, spitting, booted Bade Khans, and as we begin 
to imagine them, we see them rise and become bigger 
and bigger in the sunshine, and we feel the lathis bang 
on us, and the bangles break and the hair tear and 
the lips split, and we say * Nay, nay,’ and we cannot 
bear it, and Dora’s wife Sundri begins to cry out and 
she says she is frightened; but Ratna, who is by her, 
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says, 1 Be strong, sister. When your husband beats you, 
you do not hit back, do you? You only grumble and 
weep. The policeman’s beatings are the like! ’ and we 
say, ‘ So they are ’. And we begin to get more and 
more familiar with it. And we say that in a week, in 
ten days’ time, Moorthy will say ‘March!’ and wc 
shall march behind him, and wc shall do this and we 
shall do that, and now when we meet Bad& Khan 
our eyes seek his lathi and wc find it is smaller than 
we had imagined, and his shoes have less nails, and 
his lips are less thick. Rangamma says, ‘ Send out rays 
of harmony,’ and we send out rays of harmony, and 
we say, ‘ No, it will not be so bad after all,’ and we 
say too, ‘ And there is the Mahatma,’ and his eyes, 
benign like Old Ramakrishnayya’s, look down on us 
with strength and affection. Nanjamma says, ‘ No, 
sister, I do not imagine the Mahatma like a man or 
a god, but like the Sahyadri Mountains, blue, high, 
wide, and the rock of the evening that catches the light 
of the setting sun,’ and I say to myself, ‘ That’s what 
he is. High and yet secable, firm and yet blue with 
dusk, and as the pilgrims march up the winding path, 
march through prickles and boulders, thickets and 
streams, so shall we march up to the top, we shall 
thump up and up to the top, and elephants may have 
left their traces, and the wildfire go blazing around 
us, and yet we shall know on the top is the temple, 
and that temple is bright and immense, and when the 
night is slept through, the gong will sound over the 
pilgrim lines for the dawn procession of the Mountain- 
god ’ ; and so from that day we said we shall call the 
Mahatma 4 The Mountain,’ and we say we are the 
pilgrims of the Mountain, and whatever thunder may 
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tear through the heavens or the monsoons pour over 
it, it Ls always the blue mountain at dusk. 

‘ And what shall we call Moorthy? ’ said Rad- 
hamma. 

‘ Why, the Small Mountain,’ said Rangamma. and 
we all said ‘ That is it,’ and so from that day we knew 
there were the Small Mountain and the Big Mountain 
to protect us. 

The Ganges, sister, is bom on the snows of high 
Kailas. 

Oh, but when will it come, the call of the Big 
Mountain, Siva, Siva? 
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T he call of the Big Mountain never came, for one 
morning, as we were returning from the river, 
Seenu comes and says the Congress Committee has sent 
a messenger on bicycle to say the Mahatma was 
arrested, and wc ask, ‘ And when shall we begin, when? ’ 
and he answers, 1 Next week, sister,’ and when we are 
back home we see Moorthy and Range Gowda and 
Rangamma and Pariah Rachanna all gathered before 
the temple, and Moorthy seemed to be all speech and 
Range Gowda all gestures, and we ask ourselves, ‘ What 
are they deciding, what? ’ And children gather round 
them, and one comes from this street, and one from 
that and there was quite a fair about, and when the 
kitchen fire is hardly lit, the temple bell goes ringing 
in the street, and we rush to the veranda and hear 
Seenu crying out, 4 The Mahatma is arrested ! the 
Mahatma! — and next week Don’t-touch-the-Govern- 
ment campaign. And today everyone will fast, and the 
Congress Panchayat- will meet, and in the evening 
bhajan.’ 

And we said * That is fine,’ and we poured water 
over our fires, and wc drank a glass of curds and we 
dozed the whole afternoon, and every minute people 
could be heard hurrying about anxious and silent, and 
when Vasudev is pasing by, Nanjamma says, 4 And 
the Skeffington people, arc they with us? * and 
Vasudev says, ‘ Of course, of course, but not many * 
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Then there is the sound of Moorthy speaking and of 
Range Gowda shouting, and Pariah Rachanna whisper- 
ing this and Rangamma saying that, and bicycle after 
bicycle comes from the city, bicycle after bicycle carry- 
ing the orders to the Congress Panchayat, and the 
Volunteers go straight to Rangamma’s veranda, and 
they talk to Moorthy. Then for a while there is 
silence, but Rang£ Gowda starts again and then 
Rachanna and then Rangamma. 

Thus it deliberated, the Congress Panchayat, till the 
cattle came home, and when we had lit the lamps and 
had given a cold meal to the children, we took our 
baths and went to the temple, and there was Sccnu in 
the sanctum and he would tell us nothing, and when he 
went up the Promontory and blew the conch, people 
came — men, women, children — and the pariahs and 
the weavers and the potters all seemed to feel they were 
of one caste, one breath. Then Moorthy came himself, 
straight as an aloe, strong and calm, and we say he 
looks as though something is passing through him, and 
when the camphor is lit and the flowers offered, he 
stands up and says, ‘ Brothers and sisters, the call is 
come, and men, women, and children will have to 
begin the Don’t-touch-the-Govemment campaign \ — 
4 But how is that to be done, Moorthappa? * asks Pariah 
Rachanna, and Moorthy uplifted and sure speaks in 
answer, 4 That’s what I am going to explain, brother 
Rachanna,* and he talks of the taxes that are not to be 
paid, * even if the Government attaches the lands,* and 
of the toddy booths that are to be picketed, 4 for toddy 
trees arc Government trees, and toddy booths are there 
to exploit the poor and the unhappy,’ and he con- 
tinues, his voice rising higher, ‘ And we shall establish 
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a parallel Government, and it is this Government that 
will rule and not that, and the first act of our Govern- 
ment is to appoint Range Gowda Patel again,’ and we 
feel our throats warm, and we look at Rang£ Gowda 
waving away his hand saying, ‘ Oh, that’s nothing, 
nothing!’ but Moorthy continues, ‘For the Congress 
is the people and the Patel is the people’s man and 
Rang£ Gowda is our man, and if the new Patel comes 
and says, “Give* me the Revenue dues,” you will say, 
“ I do not know you — you are not our man and we will 
offer you neither seat nor water,” but never be harsh to 
them nor wicked, and above all,’ he said, his voice 
becoming graver, * remember each one of you is re- 
sponsible for the harm done by another, and the first 
time violence is done against the Police or those that 
are not with us, we shall stop the Movement and wait 
for six months and more in penance and in prayer that 
our sins may be purified. Brothers and sisters, remember 
we are not out to fight the white man or the white 
man’s slaves, the Police and the Revenue officials, but 
against the demoniac corruption that has entered their 
hearts, and the purer we are the greater will be our 
victory, for the victory we seek is the victory of the 
heart. Send out love where there is hatred, and a 
smile against brute force like unto the waters of the 
Himavathy that spread over boulder and sand and 
crematorium earth. Brothers, remember, too, I am but 
a pebble among the pebbles of the river, and when the 
floods come, rock by rock may lie buried under, and 
yet there are some that stand out pointed and dry, 
and it is they that give you a hold for your slippery, 
seeking feet. The Police will take away one after 
another among us, and yet sometimes they may leave 
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the leaders out for fear of disorder and desperation. 
But my time too will come. And when it comes, 
brothers and sisters, I ask of you, be not awed by 
the circumstances but rather follow on and on, follow' 
the one who follows me, for he is your chief, and the 
Congress has made him your chief. For who, sisters, 
but the first daughter milks the cow when the mother 
is ill? Obey your chief and love your enemy, that is 
all I ask of )ou.’ 

‘ And remember alw'ays, the path we follow is the 
path of the Spirit, and with truth and non-violence and 
love shall we add to the harmony of the world. For, 
brothers, we arc not soldiers at arms, say I; we seek to 
be soldier saints.’ And just then Rangamma, who sat 
by the central pillar, unknowingly began to ring the 
gong, as though the curtain had fallen and the god- 
dess beheld, and tears came to our eyes, and even our 
men felt there was something in the air, and they too 
looked unaware, and there was not a cough nor a 
sneeze but only the eyelashes quivered and closed, 
and Moorthy, in-lit and bright, says softly, ‘ You are 
all with us?’ and we cry out, ‘All! All!’ and ‘You 
shall harm no one? * — ‘ None! None! ’ — ‘ You shall go 
to the end fearlessly? ’ — 4 All ! All ! * — ‘ And there shall 
be neither brahmin nor pariah? ’ and the pariahs shout 
out, ' Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! J and an uncontrollable 
emotion takes hold of us all, and Moorthy says, ‘The 
Panchayat has decided that it shall be on Friday the 
seventeenth that we shall begin the fight,’ and Pandit 
Venkateshia says, ‘ Few days could be more auspicious,* 
and we say, 4 So only three days more,* and Moorthy 
says, 4 Till then pray, purify yourselves and pray,* and 
we all cry out 4 Narayan ! Narayan ! * And Horn 
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Nanjappa plays the tunc of blessings and the gongs 
ring and the drums beat, and as the last carts are 
creaking round the street, music floats out of the temple, 
and we clap our hands and sing and our eyes are filled 
with tears. Why, sister, for no Harikatha have such 
tears flowed down our cheeks. 


Two days later, our sari fringes tied tight to our 
waists, our jewels hid deep beneath the earth, with men 
on the right and children beside us, with drum and 
horn and trumpet and a cart before us all adorned 
with lotuses and champaks and mango twigs, in which 
are seated Moorthy and Rangamma and Rang& Gowda 
and even Pariah Rachanna, we march on and on, and 
when we come to the village gate Seenu sounds the 
conch from the top of the Promontory, and Vasudev, 
with his twenty-three pariahs from the Skeffington 
Coffee Estate, breaks a coconut before us, and when 
the camphor is rising before the God, we all bow down 
.in trembling prkyer, and when the conch blows again 
we rise, and with the horn shouting and shining over 
the ripe valley, we turn round Bhatta’s empty house 
and we hurry down to Boranna’s toddy grove. 

We were a hundred and thirty-nine in all, and we 
marched out to Boranna’s toddy grove. 

And men came from Tippur and Subbur and 
Kanthur, kumkum on their foreheads and flowers in 
their hair, to see us pass by, and chrysanthemums fell 
on us, and rice and Bengal gram, and thus we marched 
out, a hundred and thirty-nine in all, to Boranna’s 
toddy grove, our hearts round and ripe like an April 
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pomegranate. And Puttanna made a song, and we 
beat our feet and we sang, 

At least a toddy-pot, sister, 

At least a toddy-leaf, sister, 

Wt*ll go to Boranna’s Toddy grove, 

We’ll go to Boranna’s Toddy growth. 

And procession back at least a toddy-lcaf, sister, 

and we marched on to Boranna’s toddy grove. 

And when we were hardly at the Main Road 
Corner, we saw beyond the mango grove the red horse 
of the Police Inspector, and our hands began to shiver, 
and we held our breath beneath our breasts, and we 
said not a word to one another, and then when Moorthy 
had seen it too, he got down out of the cart, and Range 
Gowda followed him and Rangamma and Pariah 
Rachanna, and the cart stopped and we crossed beside 
it with Moorthy before us, and as we neared the toddy 
grove we began to see by the lantana fence policemen 
after policemen, their lathis tight in their hands, and the 
Police Inspector going among them and bending down 
and whispering to this one and that, and the horse 
wagging its tail and brushing away the summer flies. 

And when we were by the Tippur stream bridge, 
the Police Inspector comes towards us and says, ‘ You 
are forbidden to march to the toddy grove,’ and 
Moorthy smiles back and says he knows that but he 
thanks him all the same for saying so, but that he is 
following the instructions of the Congress and he 
would follow unto death if need be. And the Police 
Inspector says, ‘ I warn you for a third time, and I say 
that what you do is against law, and the Government 
is ready to use all the force it possesses to put you 
down,’ and Moorthy says again ‘ Thank you * and he 
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moves on; and just as we are near the toddy grove, 
the morning carts of Santur turn round the Kenchamma 
Hill Comer, and when they see us and the crowd behind 
us, they stop and come down to see what is all this 
procession and Police about, and we say, 1 Well, there 
will be some more people with us We begin to count 
our beads and say Ram-Ram, and the nearer we 
approach the stiffer become the policemen, and as 
Moorthy and Rang& Gowda try to push open the gate 
of the grove, the police stand before them and push 
them back, and Pariah Rachanna cries out, ‘ Say 
Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! 9 and we all cry out too, 
* Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! ’ and we say we too shall 
enter the toddy grove. 

But the men were before us and the children 
huddled between us, and the Police surrounded our 
men and tried to push them back, and suddenly Pariah 
Rachanna slipped out and ran and we all turned to see 
where he was going when he jumped across the lantana 
fence — with one leap he had crossed the ditch and 
the lantana fence — and he fell and he rose, and as 
he rushed to climb a toddy tree the police made towards 
him, but he was already half-way up the tree when 
the lathis banged against his legs. And the cart men, 
who had gathered round us, began to shout, and we 
cried out ‘ Vande Mataram! * and somebody began to 
clap hands and push forward, and we all clapped hands 
too and began to sing, and the Police began to push 
us this way and that, when Pariah Rachanna was tom 
down from the toddy tree, our hearts began to beat 
so fast that we cried out ‘ Hoye-Hoye ! * and we pushed 
forward with the men. And the Police Inspector this 
time shouted out ‘Attack! *, and they lifted the lathis 
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and bang-bang they brought them down on us, and 
the lathis caught our hair and rebounded from our 
backs, and Pariah Ningamrna beat her mouth and 
wailed, ‘ Oh, he’s gone, he’s gone, he’s gone,’ and we 
say to ourselves ‘ Oh ! how unauspicious ! ’ and we shout 
out Mataram Vande! with all our breath, and the 
children are so frightened now that they take it up and 
shout and shout and shout, and the Police break 
through us and, one here and one there, they catch the 
children by the hair and by the ear and by the jacket, 
and the mothers sob behind them and the cart men 
cry out 4 Shame, shame,’ and the lathis still shower 
down upon us. Then suddenly there is a cry, and we 
raise our heads and see the red horse of the Police 
Inspector charging upon the cart men, and the cart 
men spit and howl and rush for their lives to the mango 
grove, and there is another cry, and somebody says 
Pariah Lingayya has jumped over the fence, too, and 
the Police leave us and rush at him and more and 
more men jump over and they tear down the lantana 
fence. And the Police Inspector gallops across the road 
and brings down Chandrayya and Ramayya with the 
knob of his cane, and they roll over and fall into the 
ditch, and we say, ‘ Now, Rangamma, we’ll go forward,’ 
and just then, as though in answer, Moorthy shrieks 
out across the fence, 4 Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! * and 
we see his lips split and four policemen around him, 
and somehow our eyes turn all to the Kenchamma 
Hill and as we say ‘ goddess, goddess ' we see the 
scattered crowd of children rushing here, rushing there, 
and mothers, aunts, sisters, grandmothers rushing 
behind them. And Rangamma cries out, * Now, sisters, 
forward ! ' and we all cry out, ‘ Mahatma Gandhi ki 
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jai! Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! 9 and wc deafen our- 
selves before the onslaught, and we rush and we crawl, 
and swaying and bending and crouching and rising, 
we move on and on, and the lathis rain on us, and 
the cart men have come back again and they feel so 
angry that they, too, cry out * Mahatma Gandhi ki 
jai ! * and they, too, rush behind us, and we feel a new 
force in us and we say we shall enter the toddy grove 
and tear out at least a toddy branch and break at least 
a toddy-pot. And there are shrieks and shouts and 
cries and sobs, and the more we are beaten the more 
we get used to it and we say, * After all it is not bad 
— after all it is not so bad/ and our bangles break 
and our saris tear and yet we huddle and move on. 
Then once again Rangamma shouts ‘ Gandhi Mahatma 
ki jai ! * and we all rush forward and the crowd rushes 
behind us and the gate creaks and breaks and we all 
rush towards the trees, one to this and one to that, to 
saplings and twisted trees and arched trees and ant- 
hills crumble beneath our feet, and the leaves tear and 
crunch, and the lathis break on our backs and hands 
and heads. And stones are thrown at the tree-trunks 
and pots break and spatter down and someone cries 
out ‘ Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! 9 and wc rise with it, 
and we see up there on the top of the toddy tree is 
someone, and he is cutting down branch after branch 
of the toddy tree and men after men gather them like 
sanctified flowers and women slip in here and crouch 
along there, and policeman after policeman tries to climb 
the tree, and one falls and everybody laughs, and 
another goes up proudly and he slips down again, and 
the Police Inspector says, ‘ Moti Khan, you’d better try/ 
and as he is trying to go up the other policemen fall 
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on us again, and we rush to this side and that, while 
somebody pulls down Moti Khan and the man on the 
top spits down on him, and a wave of laughter whirls 
up the toddy grove. But we never saw what came of 
it, for one by one they took us to the road, and there 
we stood huddled together between policemen, and we 
said the work of the day is done, and wives searched for 
their husbands and mothers for their sons, and brother 
searched for brother and sister-in-law for sister-in-law. 
And when the calm had flowed back to our hearts, we 
touched our bones and our knuckles and our joints, 
feeling the wounds fresh as burns, and when we saw 
all the people gathered to see us, there was something 
in us that said, ‘ You’ve done something big,’ and we 
felt as though we had walked the holy fire at the 
Harvest Festival, and, policeman on the right and 
policeman on the left, we marched down to the Santur 
Police Outpost. 

There they took only Pariah Rachanna and Lingayya 
and Potter Siddayya, and when we all thought, ‘ Now 
we are free — we can go,’ they drove us into lorries, one 
lorry, two lorries, three lorries, men in one and young 
women in another and old women in another again, 
and they took each in a different direction, and when 
the night fell, they left us on the Beda Ghats and others 
on the Karwar Road and yet others again on the Blue 
Mountain Road, and when we were on the highway 
we all began to tremble and we said, ‘ Oh, we are in 
the middle of the jungle ! ’ and our knees shook and 
our hair stood on end, and the whole forest seemed to 
rise up a wall of a thousand voices, and the road 
hissed this way and that, and tongued over a rill, and 
shot up the mountains to the seven-hooded skies and 
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all the serpent-eyes of the sky looked down bright and 
bitter upon us — and at last it was Rangamma who 
said, ‘Don’t be afraid, sisters. Tell me, how many are 
you? * And we huddled together in the middle of the 
road and said 4 We are twenty-two in all * and Ran- 
gamma said, 4 Form a line,’ and we formed a line, 
and she said, 4 Now march, singing,’ and we said, 4 Let 
us sing loud so that the panthers and the porcupines 
may be frightened away,’ and we sang, 4 Wheresoever 
we look you are there, my Lord ! ’ 

And wc sing it louder and louder and we march fast 
and fearful until we are wet with perspiration and we 
forget the wounds on the thigh or the bruises on the 
face or the ache in the bones. And at last, when we 
had gone God knows how long, there on the top of the 
hill we see the dangling light of a cart, and the dust 
seems dust and the hand seems a hand and the trees, 
oh, nothing but trees, and after all we are not afraid, 
are we? — and the nearer comes the cart the louder we 
sing, and when it is in front of us Rangamma cries 
out, 4 From what town, brother? ’ — 4 Why, from Racha- 
pura,’ says he, and then he gets down, and the bulls 
ring their bells and yawn. And Rangamma tells him 
we are women and Satyagrahis and we are hungry, 
and he says he had heard about us in Kanthapura and 
that the Police are still there, and Nose-scratching 
Nanjamma can bear no more and she says, 4 We are 
hungry, Rangamma — we .have not had a meal since 
morning ’ ; and Rangamma says to the cart man, 
4 Perhaps you’ve something to eat? ’ and he says, 4 Why, 
I’ve copra,* and Nanjamma says, 4 Anything. Any- 
thing,* and he lets down the yoke and he opens a sack 
and he gives us copra, one copra each, and Ran- 



gamma says, Are there no more carts coming behind 
you? ’ and he says, ‘ Yes, there are,’ — ‘ And can you 
not take us to Kanthapura? We shall pay you two 
rupees a cart,’ and he says, ‘ We shall see when the 
other carts come And we seat ourselves in the middle 
of the road, and now we can hear the jackals wail 
and the twitching trill of the jungle insects, and now 
and again the bulls shake their heads and the clanging 
of bells goes tearing down the mountain path and 
trailing up to the sturdy heights, and then the creak 
of the carts is heard, and carts after carts come down 
the hill and the cart men say, ‘ All right, we’ll take 
you to Kanthapura,’ and we say ‘ How much? ’ and 
they say, ‘Ask the waters of the Himavathy! ’ and we 
say, ‘ No, no ! ’ and one of them says, ‘ He, sisters, I’ve 
been to the city, to the big city, to Bombay, and I 
have been a weaver there, and I have seen the Red- 
man and the man that fights the Red-man, the 
Mahatma, and I say, “ If we touch but the dirt of a 
coin, we’ll be bom in a million hells What do you say 
to that, brothers? ’ And the cart men say, 4 As you like, 
Timmayya? ’, bat he spits on them and calls them sluts 
and says, ‘ The Mahatma is born once and not twice, 
and if ye be such hang-lip hagglers, I’ll go up and 
come down once, twice, thrice, a hundred times, taking 
these sisters to Kanthapura,’ and they all turn their 
carts, and they say, 4 You are a funny fellow — but you 
say there’s a Mahatma, and maybe his ire will be upon 
us \ And they say 4 Hoye-Hoye ’ and we climb into 
the carts, and hardly in, head against head and arm 
against arm, we lean over one another, and we doze 
and doze and snore and snore, and we groan up the 
hills and we grind down them, and when we have 
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passed over a rattling river bridge, there's the familiar 
noise of dogs barking and doors creaking, and people 
are heard washing their hands after dinner, and Ran- 
gamma says, 4 Stop the carts, brother,’ and we wake 
up and get down, for we are in Santhapura and 
Rangamma’s cousin Subbayya is land-holder there, and 
he says to the cart men, 4 You can go now, I’ll take 
them home,’ and they get a coconut and betel-leaf 
good-bye. 

And we all sit in the hall, and Subbayya’s wife, 
Satamma, says, 4 Oh, take only this much milk, aunt ! 
— Oh, only this banana, aunt! — Just this handful of 
puffed rice!’, and we are so tired that we say ‘Yes, 
yes ’. And people come from the Potters’ quarter and 
the Weavers’ quarter and say, 4 We came to give you 
welcome. So it’s you who fought the Police!’, and 
an old woman comes to the door and says, ‘ Learned 
sir, I hear there are some pilgrims come, and I have 
a new calved cow, and I can offer fresh milk to the 
pilgrims,’ and this way and that, milk and syrup and 
puffed rice and coconuts are offered and we tell them 
each our story and they say, 4 Oh, poor mother — oh, 
poor mother,’ and we get courageous and say, 4 But 
that is what we should do to drive the British out ! ’ 
Then, when we get up to go, lanterns after lanterns 
are seen in the courtyard, and everybody says, 4 We 
shall follow you up to Kanthapura. One never knows 
these days. Why, only this morning we found elephant 
dung at the Temple Comer.’ And they gave us new 
carts, and beadles walked in front of us, lanterns in 
their hands, and before them walked Iron-shop Imam 
Khan, gun in hand and fire in his eyes, and our carts 
clattered and creaked through the dense, droning night, 
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by the Gold-mine Hill and Siva’s Gorge and up the 
Menu Crag and down again to the valleys of the 
Himavathy, where lies Kanthapura curled like a child 
on its mother’s lap. And when the carts had waded 
through the still, purring waters of the river and the 
bulls crunched over the sands of the other bank, we 
said, ‘ Here we are,’ and mother and wife and widow- 
god-mother went up to their lighted, lizard-clucking 
homes. And when the wounds were washed and the 
bandages tied, wc lay upon our beds, and it seemed 
as though the whole air was filled with some pouring 
presence, and high up, from somewhere over the 
Skcffington Coffee Estate and the Kenchamma Hill and 
the Himavathy, night opened its eyes to let gods peep 
through the tiles of Kanthapura. Sister, when Rama- 
krishnayya and Satamma returned from their pilgrim- 
age, what did they say? They said, in Kashi, when 
the night fell, gods seemed to rise from the caverns of 
the Ganges, to rise sheer over the river, each one with 
his consort, and each one with his bull or peacock or 
flower throne, and peep into the hearts of pilgrim men. 
May our hearts be touched by their light! May Ken- 
chamma protect us! 

The next morning, with bell and camphor and 
trumpet wc planted our trophies before the temple. 
Five twigs of toddy trees were there, and a toddy-pot. 
Venkamma of course said, ‘ Look, look, a toddy god 
have they made of a Moon-crowned god,* and she spat 
on us and called us the toddy people. Yes, yes, sister, 
we are toddy people! But we don’t marry our 
daughters to gap-toothed sons-in-law. Nor like Bhatta 
do we go on Kashi-pilgrimage with toddy contract 
money. Do we? 
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T he following Tuesday was market-day in Kan- 
thapura, and we had risen early and lit the kitchen 
fires early and. had cooked the meals early and we had 
finished our prayers early, and when the food was eaten 
and the vessels washed and the children sent with the 
cattle — for this time they wouldn’t come with us — we 
all gathered at the temple, and when Seenu had blown 
the conch and lit the camphor, we all marched towards 
the Kenchamma grove, and the cattle sellers stopped 
their cows and calves to see us, and the oil women 
put down their oil-jugs and asked, 4 Where are you 
going, brothers and sisters? *, and old Nanjamma who 
could never hold her tongue says, 4 Why, to picket toddy 
shops * and Moorthy cries out, ‘ Silence ! Silence ! * and 
the cart men pull aside the bulls and jump out of the 
carts to see the procession pass by, and when wc are 
by the Skeffington Coffee Estate, Betel Lakshamma, 
who sells flowers for the Kenchamma worship, is there 
and she says to Moorthy, 4 And you are the soldiers 
of the Mahatma? And it’s you who defied the Police? ’, 
and Moorthy smiles and says, 4 Yes, mother,* and she 
says , 4 Then you’ll free us from the Revenue Collector? ’, 
and Moorthy says, 4 What Revenue Collector? * — 4 Why, 
Raghavayya, the one who takes bribes and beats his 
wife and sends his servants to beat us,* — and Moorthy 
does not know what to answer and he says, ‘We are 
against all tyrants,* and she says, 4 Why, then, come 
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to our village, son, and free us from this childless 
monster,* and Moorthy says, 4 We shall see,* and she 
says, ‘We ask you to come,’ and Moorthy says, ‘ I 
shall write to the Congress and if they say “ Yes ”, I 
shall come,* and then old Lakshamma, who is a very 
clever ■ woman, she says, ‘ Let us garland you,* and 
Moorthy cries out ‘ No, no,’ but she says this and that, 
and garlands him and says, 4 You are my Lord, and 
though I saw you like a rat on your mother’s lap, I 
knew you’d do great deeds and bring a good name to 
the Himavathy And when old Madanna of the 
banana shops sees this, he stops his bulls and tears a 
few bananas from the banana bunch and he offers them 
to Moorthy and Moorthy says, 4 May the country bless 
you, Madanna *. 

And we march on and on, winding up the Karwar 
Road to the Kenchamma grove, and at every step there 
are corn-people and puffed-rice and Bengal gram 
people and bangle sellers and buttermilk people and 
betel-leaf people, and they stop us and say, 4 Take this, 
take this, Mahatma’s men ! * And then suddenly a 
car comes hooting down the valley and they say, 4 Per- 
haps the Taluk magistrate? * — 4 Perhaps the Collector 
Sahib? * — 4 Perhaps the planter Sahib? * — and they are 
so frightened that they jump over the gutters and slip 
behind the trees and the car rushes past us and we 
see a Red-man’s face and a Red-man’s beard and a 
Red-man’s hat, and people say 4 Why, that’s the good 
Solpur Padr£ ! ’ and Ratna says, 4 No, no/ but Moorthy 
cries out 4 Silence, please,’ and we grow dumb. And 
the nearer we come to the fair the larger is the crowd 
behind us, and our hearts beat hard, and when we 
are by the Kenchamma grove, Moorthy says, ‘ One man 
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or woman at every arm’s length,’ and seventy-seven in 
all we stand by the Kenchamma grove and up the 
Skeffington Road, one man or woman at every arm’s 
length, and Moorthy stood over the Monkey’s bridge, 
with Ratna and Rangamma beside him, and across the 
rivulet, on the dry meadow crouched the toddy booth, 
but the Police were already there. 

We had never stepped upon the Coflee Estate Road, 
and each time the cart passed by the Kenchamma 
grove in secret fear we would never look towards it. 
And we imagined the Sahib standing here, standing 
there, by the Buxom pipal-trce, by the Ramanna well, 
and we thought there he’s looking for a woman, he's 
behind the aloes there. And the leaves would flutter 
and there would be a cough or sneeze, and our limbs 
would tremble and we would look away to the Ken- 
chamma grove, and sometimes, when on a morning 
a cow or a calf strayed over the Skeffington Road, we 
cried out ‘ Hcy-Hcy * from the Main Road and we 
waited for a pariah to come and we sent him to drive 
it home. And today, as we stood on the Skeflington 
Road, broad and bright with the margosa trees that 
lined it to the iron gate, where two giant banyans 
hovered from cither side, as wc looked up the hill, up 
the twisted road and past the trees to the porch and 
the stables and the bamboo nettings of the bungalow, 
a shiver ran down our backs, and we all wondered how 
Moorthy could stand so near the gate. And yet 
Moorthy was calm and talking away, waiting for the 
first coolie to come out, the first coolie who would come 
out with his week’s earnings at his waist, and go straight 
to the toddy booth; and we waited and waited. 
Vasudev had told us it was Pariah Siddayya who would 
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lead them out, and we looked this side and that, and 
we said, ‘ They’re coming ! they’re coming ! ’ and we 
looked at the Estate trees, high and lean and protective, 
and the little coffee shrubs beneath, and there were birds 
in them and wind and darkness, and as the sky was 
growing cloud-covered, we said, ‘ Now it is going to 
rain and the people will not come out,’ and yawning 
and perspiring we look away towards the market 
where people are hurriedly putting up their shops, the 
pegs arc hammered in and the tents stretched out and 
the carts arc emptied and the bulls wave their heads 
and flap their cars to drive away the flies, and then one 
by one they kneel and flop down for a comfortable 
munch — and donkeys bray and pigs snort and the 
Padre’s voice comes curling up the tamarind tree with 
pancake smoke from Puttamma’s frying-pan, and 
there is music with the Padre’s voice and it is tam- 
bourin music and band music, and the cymbals beat, 
and people gather and the Padr£ sings on and on in 
Harikatha , while carts come round the Kenchamma 
Hill and people conic behind them, and when they see 
us they come near us and they talk to Moorthy, and 
Moorthy explains to them why we are here and they 
say, laughing, 1 Why, you will never stop a man drink- 
ing ! * and others say, ‘ Ah, you arc like that Padr£ there 
talking of drink and sin Yet others say, ‘ You are 
right, learned sir, but if you put a dog on the throne, 
he’ll jump down on the sight of dirt; thus we arc,* 
but Moorthy says, ‘ No, no, you cannot straighten a 
dog’s tail but you can straighten a man’s heart 

But suddenly he leaves them and runs forward and 
we say something is the matter, and Moorthy stops on 
the bridge and looks towards the Skeffington Estate 
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gate, and we all look towards it, too, and we only hear 
the wind whistling before the rain patters on the trees, 
and the cawing of a crow or two; and we say to our- 
selves, so there’s nothing the matter, nothing. Then 
w« hear a sputter of leaves and see dark shapes behind 
the leaves and we hold our breath and say, ‘ There 
they are; they’re coming,’ and when the gateway opens, 
there’s a seesaw lightning and we hide our faces behind 
the saris and we are afraid; and when we look up at 
the gate, it’s not the coolies we see but the maistri, in 
white, clean-washed clothes, and he stands and looks 
at us and drives away the flies from his pock-marked 
face. Then he goes in and Moorthy says, ‘ March 
forward ! ’, and trembling and thumping over the earth 
we move forward, and we say something is going to 
happen, and nothing but the wind that rises from the 
Coffee Estate is heard, and we look away across the 
streamlet to the fields that widen out into the valley 
and the russet crops under the clouds. Then the Police 
Inspector saunters up to the Skeffington gate, and he 
opens it and one coolie and two coolies and three coolies 
come out, their faces dark as mops and their blue skin 
black under the clouded heavens, and perspiration flows 
down their bodies and their eyes seem fixed to the earth 
— one coolie and two coolies and three coolies and four 
and five come out, eyes fixed to the earth, their stomachs 
black and clammy and bulging, and they march to- 
wards the toddy booth; and then suddenly more coolies 
come out, more and more &nd more like clogged bulls 
clattering down the byre steps they come out, and the 
women come behind them, their sari fringes drawn 
over their faces and their eyes fixed on the earth, and 
policemen walk beside them, they walk beside the 
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coolies with bulging stomachs and bamboo legs, coolies 
of the Godaveri banks, and they are marched on to 
the toddy, booth, to Boranna’s toddy booth to drink 
and to beat the drum and to clap hands and sing — 
they go, the coolies, their money tied to their waists and 
their eyes fixed on the earth, and Moorthy looks at 
them and we all look at them, and we, too, move to- 
wards the toddy booth; and then a drop of rain falls, 
more drops of rain fall, and the coolies are still march- 
ing towards the toddy booth; and we look at them and 
they look at us, goat-cycd arid dumb and their legs 
shuffling over the earth, and we say, ‘ What will 
Moorthy do now? What? * Then Moorthy says, * Squat 
down before the toddy booth,’ and we rush and we 
stumble, and we rise and we duck, and we all go 
squatting before the toddy booth, and the coolies are 
marching behind us and the policemen tighten round 
the booth, and then, quick and strong, the rain patters 
on the leaves and the thatch and the earth. Maybe 
that’s the blessing of the gods! 

With the rain came the shower of lathi blows, with 
the rain splashing on our hair came the bang-bang of 
the lathis, and we began to cry and to scream, and the 
policemen began to beat the coolies forward, but they 
would not walk over us, and they would not fall on 
us, and from the toddy booth came the voice of 
Boranna, and he shouted and he spat and he said he 
would give the brahmins a toddy libation, while the 
crowd shouted back at him and called him a life-drag 
and a nail-witch and a scorpion, and the Police 
Inspector, more furious than ever, took his cane and 
drove at the crowd, and the crowd thinned out shriek- 
ing and moaning, and then Upmarket people, when 
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they heard the noise covered their heads with gunny 
bags and ran towards us, and the crowd clamoured 
all the more, and somebody shouted ‘ Mahatma Gandhi 
ki jai ! ’ and the whole crowd shouted 4 Jai Mahatma! ’ 
and they pushed on towards us — and the Police 
frightened, caned and caned the coolies till they pushed 
themselves over us; and they put their feet here and 
they put their hands there, but Rangamma shouted 
‘ V and e Mataram! Lie down, brothers and sisters,’ and 
we all lay down so that not a palm-width of space lay 
bare, and the coolies would not move, and we held to 
their hands and we held to their feet and we held to 
their saris and dhotis and all, while the rain poured 
on and on. And the Police got nervous and they began 
to kick us in our backs and stomachs, and the crowd 
shouted ‘ Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! ’ and someone took 
a kerosene tin and began to beat it, and someone took 
a cattle-bell and began to ring it, and they tried, ‘ With 
them, brothers, with them ! ’ and they leaped and they 
ducked and they came down to lie beside us, and we 
shouted ‘ Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! Mahatma Gandhi 
ki jai ! ’ 

Then the Police Inspector rushed at the coolies and 
whipped them till they began to search their way 
again among us, but we began to call out to them, 4 Oh 
don’t go, brother! — Don’t go, sister! — Oh, don't go, in 
the name of the Mahatma! — Oh, don’t go in the name 
of Kcnchamma! ’ and our men pulled the coolies 
down, and one after another the coolies fell over and 
they too blocked the way, and the Police, feeling there 
was no way out, caught hold of us by the hair to lift 
us up, and we struggled and we would not raise; and 
when Rangamma was made to sit the Police Inspector 
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gave her such a kick in the back that she fell down 
unconscious, and Ratna cried out, ‘ Oh, you dogs,’ and 
the Police Inspector spat in her face and gave her a 
slap that brought blood out of her mouth. But Moorthy 
said, ‘ No swearing, please. Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! *, 
and we all cried out 4 Jai Mahatma! 9 and such a crowd 
had now gathered around us that we felt a secret ex- 
altation growing in us, and we shouted out 4 VandS 
Malar am! ’ — and everybody cried * Vande Mataram! 9 
and somebody remembered, ‘ And at least a toddy leaf, 
sister,’ and we sang back, 4 And at least a toddy-pot, 
sister,’ while the rain poured on and on, a thunderless 
rain, and the streamlets began to trickle beneath us and 
our hair was caught in the mire and our hands and 
our backs and our mouths bled, and then, when we 
lifted ourselves up a little, we saw one, two, three 
coolies entering the toddy booth. And Moorthy shouted 
out again ‘ Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! ’ and a blow gagged 
his mouth, and he could not shout again. And then 
Seetharam and old Nanjamma and all of us said, 
4 He’s fallen, Moorthy. He’s dead, Moorthy. Oh, you 
butchers! 9 And we shouted, as though to defend him, 
4 Mahatma Gandhi ki jai ! 1 and old Nanjamma cried 
4 Narayan ! Narayan ! ’, and what with the oaths and 
cries and the 4 Narayan ! Narayan ! ’ and the thuds of 
the lathi and the ringings of the cattle-bells and the 
rain on the earth and the shouts of the market people 
and the kerosene tin that still beat, we all felt as 
though the mountains had split and the earth wailed, 
and the goddess danced over the corpse of the Red- 
demon. And when the Police Inspector gave an order, 
we all pressed our heads tight to the earth to wait a 
lathi shower, but the Police gathered together and 
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charged on the crowd and dispersed it and we could 
hear the tents falling and the clash of vessels and bells 
and benches, and with hardly a policeman about us, 
the coolies rushed again towards us, and called upon 
us, ‘ Sister, sister; brother, brother, 5 and we said, ‘ Do 
not drink, do not drink, in the name of the Mahatma, 5 
and they said ‘ By Kenchamma’s name we shall not, 5 
and when they see this the policemen leave the market 
people and rush again upon us, and they drag the 
pariahs by the leg and beat them, and we rise up and 
we say ‘ Beat us, 5 and they say, ‘ Here is one for you, 5 
and we get a kick on the stomach, and we lie flat upon 
the earth. Then the Police Inspector says, ‘ Throw 
water on them, 5 and the Police go to the toddy booth 
and come out with pots and pots in their, hands, and 
they dip the pots in the side gutters and potfuls and 
potfuls of water are thrown at us, and they open our 
mouths and they pour it in and they lift up our saris 
and throw it at unnameable places, and the water trickles 
down our limbs and drips down to the earth,, and with 
more beating and more beating and more beating we 
fall back one by one against the earth, one by one we 
fall by the coolies of the Godavcri, and the rain still 
pours on. 


We wake up in a lorry and we are put on our legs 
by the Promontory and we march back home, sixty- 
seven in all, for Siddayya and my Scenu and Vasudcv 
and Nanjamma’s husband Subbu and Rang£ Gowda 
are taken to prison. But Moorthy they would not take, 
and God left him still with us. 
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The next morning we woke up to find that the Pariah 
Street was filled with new huts and new fires and new 
faces and we knew that over three and thirty or more 
of the coolies of the Godaveri had come to live with 
us. And men on foot and horse and cart came from 
Kanthur and Subbur and Tippur and Bebbur to see 
Moorthy and join us. And we all said, 4 The army 
of the Mahatma is an increasing garland. May our 
hearts be pure as the morning flowers and may He 
accept them!’ For, after all, sister, when one has a 
light on the forehead one can march a thousand leagues. 
Siva is poison-throated, and yet He is the Three-eyed. 
May the Three-eyed Siva protect us. . . . 
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T hen the people in Rampur picketed the Rampur 
Toll-Gate toddy booth, and the people of Sidda- 
pur the Siddapur Tea-Estate toddy booth, and the 
people of Maddur the Maddur-Fair toddy shop, and 
men and women and children would go to the toddy 
booths and call to the drinkers ‘ Brothers and sisters 
and friends, do not drink in the name of the Mahatma! 
The Mahatma is a man of God; in his name do not 
drink and bring sin upon yourself and upon your com- 
munity ! ’ And songs were made by the people, 


The toddy tree is a crooked tree, 

And the toddy milk a scorpion milk, 

And who is it that uses the scorpion milk, sister? 
And who uses* the scorpion milk, sister? 

Why, the wandering witches of the marshes; 

Say, sister, say the wandering witches of the marshes. 
And the witch has a turban and a lathi stick, 

O King, O King, why won’t you come? 


and people sang it on the river path and behind the 
temple, and washing the thresholds and rinsing the 
vessels and plastering the walls with dung-cakes did 
they sing, and women sang this to their men, and sons 
sang this to their fathers, and when somebody said in 
Bombay and Lahore did people gather at dawn to go 
singing through the streets, women in Rampur said, 
‘ We, too, shall do it,’ and they, too, rose up at dawn 
and gathered at the temple, and they, too? went singing 
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through the twilit streets and stood before house after 
house and sang, 

Our King, he was born on a wattle-mat, 

He’s not the King of the velvet bed, 

He’s small and he’s round and he’s bright and he’s sacred, 
O, Mahatma, Mahatma, you’re our king, and wc arc your 
slaves. 

White is the froth of the toddy, toddy, 

And the Mahatma will turn poison into nectar clear, 
White will become blue and black will become white, 
Brothers, sisters, friends and all, 

The toddy-tree is a crooked tree, 

And the toddy milk is scorpion milk, 

O King, O King, when will you come? 

And some who were intelligent, like the city boys, 
would say, ‘ Oh, brothers, in the name of the Mahatma 
do not drink, for drinking is bad and the Government 
profits by your vice and the usurer profits by your debt 
and your wife goes unclothed and your children unfed 
and never again will you see a hut and hearth,’ and 
so on; and some, too, would come to fetch a pariah or 
a potter from Kanthapura to help them in their fight, 
and Moorthy would say ‘ Go, go with him,’ and 
through the night they would wade across the river by 
the Kenchamma Hill, where no policeman could catch 
them, and off they would go through the cactus growth 
and the cardamom gardens and the tamarind grove to 
picket the toddy shops, and when they came back they 
told us this about their wounded and that about their 
women; and when Potter Ramayya came back from 
Santur he said that in house after house they had a 
picture of Moorthy, in house after house a picture of 
our Moorthy taken from city papers, and it seems they 
said, ‘ Tell us something about this big man? * and 
Potter Ramayya would weave out story after story and 
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they would say, * You are a happy people to have a 
man like that \ And we were so proud that we said 
we would bear the lathi blows and the prisons and we 
would follow our great Moorthy, and day after day we 
said, ‘ What next, Moorthy? *, and day after day he 
would say, 1 Today fast, for Vasudev is going on 
hunger strike,’ or, ‘ Today you will offer a feast for the 
liberation of Potter Chandrayya And when the feast 
was ready we went, trumpet and horn before us, to 
receive Chandrayya, and he told us of the knuckle- 
beatings and back-canings. ‘ Bend down and hold 
your toes,’ they were told, and when they bent down, 
a Red-man would come with canes kept in oil and — 
bang-bang — he would beat them on their buttocks and 
on their knees and on their thighs. And then he 
would say ‘ Salute,’ and they would say ‘ Salute what? * 
and he would say, 4 The Government flag ’ ; and some- 
one would cry out ‘ V andt Maiaram! * and everyone 
would take it up, and shout out * Mataram Vandd!’ 
and there would be showers of lathi blows. And he 
told us, too, of the city boy who, while the lathi blows 
fell, rushed across the courtyard, clambered up the 
drain-pipe and the guava tree and the roof and hoisted 
high the National flag, and he was dragged down and 
kicked and caned and given a solitary cell, and he 
could not speak a word, and they gave him only this 
water as lentil soup and that washed paddy as rice, 
and he would shout and say, ‘ Take it away,* and the 
jailer would bang the door behind him, and with the 
caning ceremony again, the food would be thrust into 
h» mouth and pushed in with their fingers; and at 
every shriek came a swish of the cane, and then he 
would vomit all and lie in troubled sleep. 
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* And yet he bore it all,’ said Chandrayya. ‘ And 
though he was a brahmin, he ate with us and slept 
by us and worked with us and said, “ brahmin or no 
brahmin, for the same stomach hungers in all men,” 
and he spoke of the Hammer-and-Sickle country, and 
always and always of the Hammcr-and-Sickle country, 
and so we called him the Hammcr-and-Sickle boy. But 
they gave him a pair of fetters again and a solitary cell, 
and we never saw him again.’ 

But it was Scetharamu who came out of prison and 
told us the most terrible story. He said he had the 
great fever three days after he had been in prison, 
and they ordered him to get out as usual and grind the 
oil-seed, and though he said he was too weak the 
warders cried 4 Ass ! Pig ! Badmash ! ’ and beat him 
with their canes and drove him to the yoke; and there 
they put him to a mill and, whip in hand, they cried, 
‘ Hoy-hoy ’ as though he were a bull, and made him 
run round and round the oil-mill until he had ground 
three maunds of peanut oil. Then suddenly he could 
run no more and gasping he fell on the floor and 
nothing but blood came out of his mouth, blood and 
nothing but blood, and so they released him and he lay 
in Ratnamma’s house for a fortnight and more. And 
Moorthy said, ‘ That is how you should be. Bear all 
as though your Karma willed it and everything will be 
borne And we said ‘ So be it ! If Seetharamu and 
Pariah Lingayya and Chandrayya and Ratnamma’s 
husband Shamu can bear it, why not we? ’ and we 
said, ‘ Let it come and we shall do this for Moorthy 
and that for Moorthy,’ and day after day we went out 
to picket this toddy shop and that, and Boranna said, 
‘ Now, I am not going to keep a shop where there’s no 
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sale/ and he closed it, and Satanna closed his shop and 
said, 4 1 am not going to bear in this life and in all 
lives to come the sin of women being beaten,’ and 
Madayya said, 4 Why, I am but a servant of the toddy 
contractor, and why should I see the Police beat our 
women and men? ’, and he joined us, and the Blue 
paper said there were four and twenty shops closed 
in Kanthapura hobli and we said, 4 That is a great 
thing *. 

And then we turned to Moorthy and said, 4 And 
what now? * and Moorthy said, 4 Why, the June 
assessments are going to begin and there will be much 
trouble,’ and we said, 4 Then that’s good,* and we 
bandaged our wounds and put on our bangles and we 
lived on as before, and the peasants went into the 
ripening fields and led water here and led water there, 
and weeded and raked and built boundary-walls and 
they turned to Kenchamma and said, 4 O you protector 
of water and field, protect this ! ’ 


But day after day Revenue notices fell yellow into 
our hands, and we said, 4 Let them do what they will, 
we shall not pay our revenues *. And the new Patel 
came, and behind the Patel came the policeman and 
behind the policeman the landlord’s agent, and we said 
4 Do what you will, we shall not pay ’. And the police- 
men would shake their fists at us and say, 4 Take care, 
take care. Things are not as before. You pay or the 
Government will squeeze water out of stone. You will 
have to pay,* and we would stand Reside the threshold 
and say, 4 We shall see *. And then we would rush 
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through the back yard to see Rangamma or Moorthy, 
and they would say, ‘ Don’t worry, sister, don’t worry ’ ; 
and the Police would go to the Pariah quarter and 
beat Rachanna’s wife because her husband was in 
prison, and Madanna’s old mother because she was 
speaking to Rachanna’s wife, and Siddanna’s two 
daughters because they squatted behind the garden wall 
and sang, 

There’s one Government, sister, 

There’s one Government, sister, 

And that’s the Government of the Mahatma. 

And they beat Puttamma’s father because he had spat 
on the false Patel, and Motanna’s young son Sidda, 
for the policemen had made eyes at his sister and he had 
thrown dung in their faces. And the policemen had 
tied him to a pillar and beat him before all, and when 
they went out, down came a shower of old slippers and 
old broomsticks and rags and dung and stone, and, 
swearing and threatening, the policemen left the 
quarter. And but for Priest Rangappa, who paid for 
Bhatta, and Waterfall Venkanima, who had lands wide 
as a loin-cloth, and Postmaster Suryanarayana and 
Shopkeeper Subba Chetty and of course Agent Nan- 
jundia, and the terror-stricken Devaru the school- 
master who owed only two rupees and five annas for 
his Belfield, and Concubihe Chinna, for she said she 
knew neither Government nor Mahatma and she paid 
for those who look after her lands as they paid her for 
what she gave them — it’s only these one, two, three, 
four, five, six, seven families that paid the Revenue 
dues; and Moorthy said, 4 That is great; we shall win. 
Wc shall win the battle and we shall defeat the Govern- 
ment,* and day after day we woke up and said, 

207 



4 Today they’ll come to attach our property. Today 
they’ll take away our vessels and our sacks,* and we 
dug the earth and hid our jewels and we dragged down 
the vessels and threw them into the wells and we 
thrust rice sacks and jaggery sacks and lentil sacks 
behind the bath fuel, and we said, 4 Well, let them find 
it, we shall see But no policeman ever came again 
to our houses, though one heavy morning all the roads 
and lanes and paths and cattle-tracks were barricaded, 
by Kenchamma Hill and Devil’s field and Bebbur 
Mound and the River path and the Pariah lane and 
the SkefTmgton path — stones upon stones were piled 
on the road and tree upon tree was slain and laid 
beside them, and canal-banks were dug and the water 
let through, and thorns were laid- where cactuses grew 
and earth was poured over it all, and one, two, three, 
four, five, six policemen stood behind them, bayonets 
and bugles in their hands, and for chief had they a tall 
white man. 

That afternoon there was a beating of drums and 
we slipped behind our doors and we peeped between 
the chinks and we heard a new beadle cry out, with 
long ‘ aas ’ and long 4 gaas ’ as though he had never 
drunk the waters of the Himavathy, that if the 
revenues were not paid and the laws obeyed, every 
man, woman and child above six in Kanthapura would 
pay one rupee and three pice, one rupee and three 
pice as punitive tax, for new policemen were there to 
protect us *nd new money had to be paid for them, 
and the Government would rule the country and the 
troublesome ones, one after another, would be sent to 
prison. And when the night fell, through the bath- 
room came a soft tap-tap like a lizard spitting, and 
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when we went, lantern in hand and trembling, and 
said, ‘ Who may that be? * a voice came and it was 
Moorthy’s, and we opened the door and said, ‘ Come 
in, come in, Moorthy,’ and he said, ‘ No, no, sister, I’ve 
come to say the fight has really begun. And if the 
Patel or policeman or agent should enter the house, 
take the sanctum bell and ring, and we shall know 
they are there and we shall be there before you have 
swallowed your spittle thrice,’ and he said, ‘ I am going, 
sister,’ and then the footsteps died away over the back- 
yard gravel. So, Rangamma and Ratna and Moorthy 
went from house to house to speak of the sanctum bell 
that should ring, and we kept our lights and we thrust 
logs against the doors, and we kept our eyes open 
all through that empty night, and not even a fair cart 
ever passed by the streets of Kanthapura. Only the 
cattle chewed the cud and the rats squeaked through 
the granaries, and when a lizard clucked we said, 
‘ Krishna, Krishna,’ and with dawn came sleep. 
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T he next morning, when the thresholds were 
adorned and the cows worshipped and wc went 
to sweep the street-fronts, what should wc sec by the 
Temple Corner but the slow-moving procession of 
coolies — the blue, pot-bellied, half-naked coolies, tied 
hand to hand and arm to arm — boys, old men, 
fathers, brothers, bridegrooms, coolies of the Skcffing- 
ton Coffee Estate who had come to live with us and to 
work with us and to fight with us — they marched over 
the bouldered streets, their blue bodies violet in the 
glittering sun, and with one policeman to every two 
men and one armed soldier at the back and one armed 
soldier at the front, they marched through the Brahmin 
Street and the Weavers’ Street, and the Potters’ Street, 
and children ran shrieking into the houses and women 
who were drawing water went empty-handed, and now 
and again one could hear the flip-flap of the whip and 
a cry and a yelp— the coolies of the Skeffington 
Coffee Estate were marched bent-headed through our 
streets to show who our true masters were, and we 
knew they would be driven over the Bebbur Mound 
and the Bear’s Hill and the Tippur Stream, and two 
by two they would be pushed behind the gates, for the 
white master wanted them. And our hearts curdled 
and we cried ‘ Oh, what shall we do? What? * and the 
sanctum bell did not ring, nor the conch blow, and 
something in us said, ‘ Moorthy, where is Moorthy? ’ 

210 



and our hearts beat like the wings of bats, and we 
clenched our hands, and we rushed in, swirled round, 
and fell prostrate before the sanctum gods, and yet no 
call came. But out of the flapping silence suddenly 
there came from over the Promontory a shout and a cry 
and shrickings and weepings and bellowings, and we 
rose and slipped by the cactus fence and the lantana 
growths, and through the plantain plantation of Nan- 
jamma, to the temple, and from the top we saw below 
the pariah women and the pariah girls and the pariah 
kids and the pariah grandmothers, beating their mouths 
and shouting, tight squatting on the path to stop the 
march of the coolies, shouting and swaying and clap- 
ping hands and lamenting, 

He’ll never come again, He’ll never come again, 

He’ll never come again, Moorthappa. 

The God of death has sent for him, 

Buffalo and rope and all, 

They stoic him from us, they lassoed him at night, 

He’s gone. He’s gone, He’s gone, Moorthappa, 

and Rachanna’s wife, indignant and dishevelled, cried 
out, 

H£, leave us our men, H£, leave us our souls, 

H£, leave us our King of the veranda scat, 

But say, sisters, He’s gone, He’s gone, Moorthappa, 

He’s gone, He’s gone. He’s gone, Moorthappa, 

and they clapped hands again, and they wiped the tears 
out of their eyes, and more and more women flowed 
out of the Pariah Street and the Potters’ Street and the 
Weavers’ Street, and they beat the mouths the louder, 
and the children ran behind the fences and slipped into 
the gutters and threw stones at the Police, and a soldier 
got a stone on his face and the Police rushed this side 
and that and caught this girl and that. And the women 
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stopped sobbing and when Rachanna’s grandson 
called out, 4 Catch me if you can,’ — they caught him 
and held him leg up and head down and — flap-flap- 
flap — they beat him on the buttocks and head and 
spine and knee, and they threw him on the grass edge. 
And the women stopped their sobbing, and one here 
and one there they rushed towards the child and they 
laid him on their laps and wiped the blood from his 
mouth and they said, ‘ Rangappa, Rangappa, wake up 
Rangappa! ’, but only slobber flowed from his mouth, 
and all of a sudden a tearing, gasping yell came from 
the women again, while the coolies marched blinking 
and blank before them and even the voice of God 
seemed to have died out of their tongues. 

But we who were on the Promontory could bear the 
sight no more, what with Rachanna gone and Rach- 
anna’s grandson gone and Moorthy gone, too, and we 
shouted out, 4 Butchers, butchers, dung-eating curs ! ’ 
And the Police rushed at us, and we slipped away by 
the temple yard and the cactus growth, but they saw 
us, and stones flew at us and sticks, and the swing of 
the whip, and they whipped us and kicked us and 
spat on us, and when Puttamma shouted 4 Cur ! Cur ! * 
a policeman flings his lathi at her legs and down she 
falls and, smacking his lips and holding her breasts, 
he says, 4 Take care, my dove, you know what I would 
do with you,’ and we who are trying to run away, slip 
round and say, 4 No, no, we must not run away,* and 
we run round and round the mango-tree and the 
lantana bushes, and we think of Puttamma and her 
husband and her child and her mother-in-law, and we 
think of God, and the yell of the pariah women still 
comes rolling across the Promontory, and we feel like 
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mad elephants and we do not know where to go. And 
then there is a loud cry, ‘ Ayoo-Ayoo,* and it’s 
Puttamma’s, and vve rush towards her creeping and 
crawling beneath the lantana bushes, and then, when 
we are on the path again, we see a policeman upon 
her, and we feel our limbs earth-like and wc want to 
pull him up, and Puttamma is all black in her cheek 
and her mouth gagged, and we cry out ‘ Help! Help! \ 
but from the Main Street and the Pariah Street we hear 
nothing but shouts and lamentations, and we rush 
away to get help, and we sec street after street filled 
with policemen- -policemen on the veranda and by the 
granary and on the threshold and over the byre; and 
when we enter there’s nothing to be seen but uniformed 
policemen. The shrieks of the pariah women are still 
shrill in the air, and where shall we find someone, 
where? And we run to the back yard and the Police 
are behind us. And Puttamma? 

Seethamma goes to her neighbour Lingamma, for 
Lingamma is an old woman and she has done nothing, 
but the Police are already there, and when they see 
Seethamma they say, ‘ Ah, you’ve come, my bitch, and 
your husband is in prison and you need some cooling 
down,’ and she shrieks out and she rushes to find refuge 
somewhere — and Kanthamma and Nanjamma and 
Vedamma and I are there, and as we ask, ‘ What is 
it, daughter?’ a lathi bangs on her head and she falls 
down as flat as a sack, and from the byre-wall comes 
the voice of a policeman, 1 Ah, you’re out for a moon- 
light partv, are you? * We rush towards the temple, 
and shrieks come from the Brahmin Street and the 
Weavers’ Street and the cattle began to moo and moan, 
and the flap-flap of the whips is still heard from the 
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mango grove beyond the Promontory, for the coolies 
were still being marched on — and we think neither of 
Puttamma nor Scethamma nor Moorthy nor the 
Mahatma, but the whole world seems a jungle in battle, 
trees rumbling, lions roaring, jackals wailing, parrots 
piping, panthers screeching, monkeys jabbering, jeer- 
ing, chatter-chattering, black monkeys and white 
monkeys and the long-tailed ones, and the flame of 
forest angry around us, and if Mother Earth had 
opened herself and said, 4 Come in, children,’ we should 
have walked down the steps and the great rock would 
have closed itself upon us — and yet the sun was 
frying-hot. 

And we ran here and we ran there to seek refuge, 
and in Satamma’s house and Post-Officc-House and 
Nine-pillared House, man after man had been taken 
away during the night, while we had slept the sleep of 
asses, and the women who had their husbands taken 
away were tied to the pillars and their mouths gagged, 
and those who said 4 No, no,’ were asked not to leave 
their houses till midday, and that was why there were 
so few women at the Promontory and no Rangamma 
either. 

And then we said, stopping, ‘ Oh, what has become 
of Puttamma and Seethamma? ’ and we rushed from 
back yard to back yard; and zinc sheets were removed 
and sanctum gods and pickle-pots and bell-metal vessels 
were thrown across the streets, and the byres were 
empty, and bulls and buffaloes and cows and calves 
had rushed into the kitchen gardens and the granaries; 
and our hearts were burning with anger, as we turned 
to thisrside and that and we said there is but one safe 
place and that is the temple sanctum, and as we skirted 
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Rajamma’s house, what should we see on Rangamma’s 
veranda — a crouching elephant, and a crowd around 
it, and the mahout poking its ears and kicking it, and 
it roared and it rose, and it wailed, and it dashed 
against the door, the crowd of policemen cheering it 
on and on, and we heard the door creak and crash, 
and a loud shout of ‘ Well done! ’ arose. But a police- 
man had seen us, and we had seen him, and we cried 
‘ Ayoo-Ayoo * and jumped across the broken wall, and 
the sparrows rose like a tree from their booty of rice, 
and we asked ourselves, 4 Which way shall we go — 
which way? * And we hurried through the central hall, 
and we rushed to the veranda to sec Seethamma’s court- 
yard, where beds and bells and broomsticks lay strewn 
everywhere, and across the byre-walls children were 
heard weeping; and we said, 4 Let’s slip past Ratn- 
amma’s vegetable garden,’ and we jumped across the 
fence and from behind the jack-fruit tree, where we 
stand to take breath, we see the barricades of the Kar- 
war Road, with one man and two men and three 
men and four men around and a white officer beside 
them. And from the Pariah quarter there comes a 
yell, and we look to this side and that and we see noth- 
ing, and then suddenly on the Bcbbur Mound we see 
the coolies still marching, bent-headed coolies still 
marching up, and the ‘pariah women, tired, still yelp 
but with broken breath, and we say, 4 Oh, what about 
Radhamma, Ramayya’s Radhamma, who is ill,’ and 
Kanakkmma, who was with us, says she passed by 
Radhamma’s door and she heard the second child 
crying, and a bundle of hay lay at her door, and we 
say we should one of us go there, and Timmamma 
says she would go and she was old and nobody would 
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notice her. But suddenly we see ten or twelve women 
hurrying round the Temple Comer, and the Police 
whips swishing, and children following them screaming, 
and there’s Radhamma among them and Radhamma 
is trying to run, too, and we say, ‘ Shout to her to 
come up to this garden,’ but Timmamma says, 4 No 
shouting,’ and slips down the lantana growth and she 
sees Radhamma and Radhamma secs her and they all 
rush towards us, and we say 4 This is not safe, let us 
run to Nanjamma’s back yard,’ and Radhamma is 
behind us and Timmamma is leading her by the 
hand, and suddenly Radhamma gives a cry and falls 
and she twists her body about and screams and wc 
gather round her, and we say, 4 Perhaps the moment 
is come,’ but Timmamma says, 4 It’s only seven months, 
no, no, it’s not that,’ but it was that indeed, and the 
child comes yelling out and Timmamma tears the 
navel-string with her sari fringe and the dirt is thrown 
into the earth, but the mother is still moaning and 
shrieking and crying. Ard then there’s a cry in the 
Post-Office-House, and we ask, 4 Oh, what? Oh, 
what? ’, and Timmamma says, 4 Go and see, sisters,’ 
and we duck down and run, and the nearer we are the 
surer is the voice and it is the voice of Ratna, and 
we enter by the bathroom, where the fire is still burn- 
ing and the calf still munching the straw, and we rush 
to the kitchen to see Ratna fallen on the floor, her legs 
tied ankle to ankle and her bodice tom, and the police- 
man, when he sees us, slips away over the wall, and 
Ratna, sobbing and hugging us, told us how she had 
fallen on her stomach again and again and had spat 
and had screamed and had beat him with her hands, 
and we were so happy we had come in time, and we 
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bent down and loosened the strings, and as no police- 
man was near us, we said, ‘ Now we shall stay here 
for a breath,* and little Vedamma went to bring 
Radhamma and her child, and wc all sat in the kitchen, 
our eyes groping. 

Then when Ratna is up and washed and could speak, 
she says, 4 Now, sisters, this is no safe place; let us find 
a refuge,* and somehow we said there’s the voice of 
Rangamma in her speech, the voice of Moorthy, and 
she was no more the child we had known, nor the 
slip of a widow we had cursed, and Timmamma turns 
to her and says, 4 Oh, where shall we go, daughter, 
with this new mother and child? * and Kamalamma 
says, 4 Why, to the temple,’ and Ratna says, 4 Wait, 
I shall go and see if the path is safe,’ and when she 
is at the bathroom door, she comes running back shout- 
ing, 4 Fire, fire, Bhatta’s house is on fire ! Surely it is 
the pariah women,’ and we all rush to the bathroom 
door and we see the eaves taking fire and the white 
flame rising silk-like in the sun, and the pillars creak 
and the byre spits out jets and jets of stifled smoke 
that curls over the ripening fields and the ruddy canal, 
and moves up the Bebbur Mound, and we hear the 
mahouts cry 4 Ah£, Ah£,’ and the heavy hurried thumps 
of the elephant moving up the street, and from over 
the Promontory still comes the shriek of the pariah 
women and the pariah children. 

And the shouting grows shriller, and wc say, 4 Surely 
there’s a new attack,’ and we say, 4 Now we must run 
to the temple,* and Timmamma gives her hand to 
Radhamma, and Ratna takes the new child in her sari- 
fringe, and Vedamma and Satamma and Ningamma 
and Kanakamma and I walk through Seetharam’s back 
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yard, by the well and round the tulsi platform, and 
we slip beneath the lantana growth, and we say, ‘ Now 
we are safe,’ and we crawl towards the back of the 
temple. And there is a sudden crash and one of Bhatta’s 
veranda roofs smashes to the earth and the air is filled 
with hissing sparks, and there is a loud cry, and even 
from the temple we could hear the swish of water being 
thrown, and the banging of the Police lathis on the 
rising fire, and Satamma says, ‘ And my house too may 
catch fire,’ and she says she would like to go and see, 
but Timmamma says, * Stay, Satamma, the Police are 
there, and what will you do but hold your head and 
weep? ’ but she speaks of the hay and the rice and 
the beds and the only roof she had over her head, 
and Ratna says, ‘ You arc a Satyagrahi, sister, be 
patient,’ and then she goes skirting the temple, while 
Timmamma carries the child, and holding to the wall 
she enters the temple veranda and she says there’s no 
one in the temple and she rushes back and says, 
‘ Come ! ’ and we run behind her, and Timmamma 
and the child in her arms and Vedamma and the new 
mother beside her, and we all stand trembling before 
the unadorned god, and we all beat our cheeks and 
say, ‘Siva, Siva, protect us! Siva, Siva, protect us!’ 
and each one made a vow of banana libation or butter- 
lam ps or clothes or jewels for the goddess, and each 
one said may her husband or brother or son be safe 
in the prisons. 

And as we turned towards the god and goddess in 
prayer, there is heard another crash from Bhatta’s 
burning house, and the lathis still beat upon it and the 
water still swishes over it, and now that the elephant 
has arrived, they give buckets and buckets full of water 
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into its trunk, and the mahout says, ‘ Ahe, Ah&,* and 
groaning and grunting the elephant struggles forward. 
But half-way it swings round and runs for the gate, 
while the fire rises as high as the coconut-trees, and 
the rice granary catches alight and the popped rice 
splashes out flower-like into the air, and the fire flows 
down the cattle-shed and the hayrick and we all say, 
‘Well done, well done; it is not for nothing Bhatta 
lent us money at 18 per cent and 20 per cent interest, 
and made us bleed,’ and Ratna says, 1 Say not such 
things, sisters, we are all Satyagrahis,’ and Satamma 
says ‘ Satyagrahis or not, he has starved our stomachs 
and killed our children,’ and we all say again, ‘ Well 
done, well done ’ 

And from the foot of the Bear’s Hill there is a long 
cry again, for the coolies of the Skefhngton Coffee 
Estate, who had not been able to join us, have raised 
a clamour to receive the coolies that were being dragged 
in, and white dhotis are squashed by khaki clothes, and 
shouts and cries come, and from the Tippur stream 
rises the sound of the horn; and we turn towards Tip- 
pur and we say, 4 They are coming to our rescue, they 
are coming to help us,’ and there are white figures 
moving forward, and from the Santur grove comes 
the noise of drums, and we say 4 They’re coming,’ and 
we look once to the god and once to the east, and 
once to the god and once to the north-east, and 
we look once to the god and once to the north-west, 
and we say all these men, all these men and women 
and children of the Himavathy are with us, and they’ll 
all come with drum and trumpet and horn to free us. 
And then suddenly Vedamma says she has the fever 
and she trembles and moans, and Ratna says she will 
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go back to Seetharamu’s house to fetch blankets, and 
when we say, ‘ No, no/ Ratna says, ‘ Oh, don’t be a 
woman/ but hardly is she beyond the threshold than 
a policeman has seen her and begins to run up the 
Promontory, and Ratna rushes in and bangs the 
sanctum door and the bar is drawn and the latch 
slipped, and he beats and beats against the door and 
we all stand shoulder to breast, and breast to arm, and 
arm to back, pressing against the door, and he gets 
so tired that he puts the lock and turns the key, and 
another policeman comes along and says something 
about sealing, and we cry out hoarse behind the door, 
and we cry and moan and beg and weep and bang 
and kick and lament, but there’s no answer — and at , 
last as the afternoon drew on, and our stomachs began 
to beat like drums and our tongues became dry, at 
every sound we said, ‘ The people of Tippur arc coming 
to free us, the people of Rampur are coming to free 
us \ But as we put our ears to the door we hear but 
the crunch of military boots, the mooing of a calf, or 
the rasping creak of a palm-tree, or suddenly there 
would rise from the village gate the tired, hoarse sob- 
bings of the pariah women, and the last crashing crackle 
of Bhatta’s fire. And Ratna said, ‘ Now, we will never 
know when they will rescue us from here. Let us light 
the sacred flame and make bhajan, so that someone 
may know we are here/ and we searched for the 
matches and the oil-lamp, and we lighted the sacred 
flame, and our mouths bitter, we clapped our hands 
and we sang, 

Siva, Siva of the Meru Mount, 

Siva, Siva of the Ganges-head, 

Siva, Siva of the Crescent-moon, 
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Siva, Siva of the Crematorium-dance, 

Siva, Siva of the unillusioned heart, 

Siva, Sira, Siva. . . . 

And when our breath was gone and our tongues dry, 
Ratna would say, 4 Now, I’ll tell you stories like 
Rangamma/ and she told us of the women of Bombay 
who were beaten and beaten, and yet would not move 
till their brothers were freed, and the flag that they 
hoisted and the carts and the cars and the trains they 
stopped, and the wires that the white men sent to the 
Queen to free them, and the women of Sholapur who, 
hand in hand, had marched through the streets, for 
twenty-five of their men had been shot, and the police- 
men would not work and the soldiers guarded the 
streets, but the women said, ‘ We are behind our men/ 
and they cried 4 Vande Mataram! ’ and they said, 4 Give 
us back our men ! ’ and not a tear they shed, for they 
worked for the Mahatma and the Mother. And so 
story after story she told us, of Chittagong and Lahore, 
of Dandi and Benares, and we each put our heads 
against another’s shoulder and some snored, too, and 
dozed away, and Radhamma’s chill went down and the 
fever rose and we pressed closer and closer around her, 
and we put our sari-fringes and our bodice-clothes 
upon her, and the child lay uporr Timmamma’s lap, 
white and quiet. 

And we would be roused again and again with the 
champak-like light shining and wavering on the dark 
round Siva, and with the holiness of the sanctum with- 
in our hearts we lifted our voices and sang, and we 
forgot the pariahs and the policemen and Moorthy and 
the Mahatma, and wc felt as though we were some 
secret brotherhood in some Himalayan cave. And one 
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by one we put our heads against a neighbour’s shoulder 
and tired and hungry we yawned back to sleep. But 
someone would be chanting away, and clapping away, 
and through half- wakened eyes Siva would be seen, 
staring and weird, and such terror would come over us 
that we would rub our eyes and sing again. Then the 
light went down and the sanctum’s hooded darkness 
thrust itself over us, and we woke each other up, and 
we banged the door, we kicked and screamed and 
moaned and we banged the solid door. And yet no 
voice ever came in reply, but only the squeaks of the 
bats and the swish of the twisting river. We slept and 
we banged and we slept and we kicked, and at last 
with the cawing of crows came a hurried step, and 
we woke each other up, and when the door opened 
we saw Pariah Rachanna’s wife Rachi at the threshold. 
She had heard the screamings and moanings through 
the sleepless night, and with dawn she had slipped to 
the Patel’s house and the women gave her a key and 
she had jumped over Satamma’s wall and Temple 
Rangappa’s fence, and falling on the Main Street, she 
had rushed up to the temple and unlocked it. We 
slowly rose up on our clayey legs, and when the morn- 
ing light threw itself upon us we felt as though a corpse 
had smiled upon a burning pyre. 

How empty looked the Karwar Road, Bhatta’s 
house burnt down! 

Through the morning we ploughed back home. 


That very morning we heard of Puttamma. She was 
in bed and ill and wailing. She had fits and fears and 
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tearing angers. She asked for her child and pressed 
it to her heart and threw it over the bed, saying, ‘ I 
am not your mother, the earth is your mother, your 
father is your father — I have sinned \ The father, 
poor man, was ignorant of this, and in prison. But 
she said, ‘ There he is, there, behind the sanctum door, 
and he will throw me into the well ’ But we said, 
‘ No, no, Puttamma, the gods will forgive you,’ but 
she broke into sobs, and her mother-in-law came and 
threw water over her face, and cooled her down. And 
when we went to the door and asked, 4 What happened, 
Nanjamma? ’ Nanjamma told us of Pariah Siddayya 
who was in the lantana growth, and he had seen 
Puttamma and the policeman on her, and he had fallen 
upon the policeman and tom his moustache and 
banged and banged his head against a tree, and had 
brought Puttamma back from back yard to back yard, 
and men helped him in this back yard and that, for 
many were there that were hid in the lantana growth, 
and that was what we heard and saw, and that was 
how, when night came, rice and pickles and pancakes 
went up into the lantana growths. And when the 
beds were laid and the eyelids wanted to shut, we 
said, 4 Let them shut,’ for we knew our men were not 
far and their eyelids did not shut. 
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T hree days later, when we were just beginning to 
say Ram-Ram after the rice had been thrown 
back into the rice granary, the cradle hung back to 
the roof, and the cauldron put back on the bath fire, 
and the gods put back in their sanctum, and all the 
houses washed and swept and adorned and sanctified, 
and when one by one our men were slipping in and 
hurrying back to their jungle retreats, what should we 
sec on that Saturday — for it was a Saturday — but one, 
two, three cars going up the Bebbur Mound, one, two, 
three crawling cars going up the Bebbur Mound like 
a marriage procession, and we all said, ‘ Why, whose 
marriage now, when we arc beating our mouths and 
crying? ’ And we saw men in European clothes get 
down one by one under the dizzy sun, and soldier after 
soldier would go towards them and stand at a distance 
and salute them, and then the Sahib-looking people 
went down the Mound and by this paddy-field and 
that, and they would lift this hand and show that way 
and lift that hand and show this way. Then more 
horns hooted from the Kenchamma Hill, and this time 
they were open cars, open cars like those of the 
Skeffington Coffee Estate, and in them were pariah- 
looking people, and we said, 4 They, too, bring their 
coolies But something in us said, 4 Now things are go- 
ing wrong ’, and Rachanna’s wife rushed to Madamma 
and Madamma went to sec Seethamma and Vedamma, 
2 24 



and Vedamma and Secthamma said, ‘ Come, we’ll go 
and see Ratna, for she is our chief now *. 

Then suddenly there was a drum-beat and we all 
rushed behind our doors and the drummer stood at 
the Temple Square with policemen on the left and 
policemen on the right, and he said something about 
the supreme Government and the no-taxer and the 
rebels, and then we heard the name of this field and 
that, and we put our ears against the door and we 
heard of Rangamma’s coconut-field and Satanna’s 
triangular field and Pandit Venkateshia’s tank-field 
and Bebbur field, and Sectharamu’s plantation-field, 
and then, when he came to Range Gowda’s big field, 
we said, ‘ Even the big field,’ and we knew there was 
nothing more to do; and we saw sand and water and 
empty stomachs, and suddenly we knew why these men 
had come in their cars, and why the cars were followed 
by open cars, and we all had tears in our eyes. And 
we rushed down the back yards and jumped over the 
hedges, and we met Satamma who was standing by 
her well, her bundle and children beside her; and she 
said the drummer was saying the village would be sacked 
again, and she said she had seen enough and she would 
go away to the town, and she said she had done nothing 
and she was not a Gandhi person, and it was all this 
Moorthy, this Moorthy who had brought all this misery 
upon us. And we asked, ‘ Where will you go now? 
The policemen are not your uncle’s sons, are they? 
Come, Satamma, come, we will go to Ratna; for 
Ratna is our chief now and she will lead us out of 
it.’ But Satamma says, ‘ What, to that bangled widow? 
She will lead us all to prostitution, and I am not going 
to have my daughters violated,’ and she said this and 
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that and then she said, ‘ All right, I’ll come,* for she 
knew there were barricades and policemen at every 
footpath and cattle-path. So we hurried this way and 
that to Sami’s house where Ratna now lived (for 
Rangamma’s house was under lock and seal), and we 
knock at the door and somebody comes and says, 
‘Who is there? ’ and I say, * The goat has two teats 
at the neck and two at the stomach and the stomach 
teats are we, Vande Mataram ,’ and they know it is 
us, and they open the door, and when we enter we 
find Nanjamma’s daughter Seethu and Post-Office- 
House Lakshmi and Pandit Venkateshia’s daughter 
Papamma, and Sata and Veda and Chandramma, and 
Rachanna’s wife and Madanna’s wife and many a 
pariah woman, and Bangle-seller Ningamma is there 
too, and they are all looking at the hall door behind 
which somebody is surely speaking. And we all turn 
towards them and ask, 4 Who? ’ and they whisper back, 
‘ Why, they! * — 4 Who are they? * — 4 Why, the boys.’ 
— 4 What boys? Moorthy? ’ — 4 No no, the Mahatma’s 
boys,’ and then like a flash came the idea. Yes, 
Moorthy had told us, hadn’t he? The city boys would 
come to our relief. And we all said 4 Well, there are 
all these city people to help us,’ and we felt our hearts 
beat lighter, and when we heard the drummer beat the 
drum we felt nothing sinister could happen to us, now 
these boys were there, and they would win us back 
our harvests. 

And more and more women joined us, and children 
followed them, and old men followed the children, and 
there was a close silence, and everybody sat looking at 
the tight hall door, when suddenly it opened, and there 
was Ratna, and she said something to Seethu and 
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Seethu said something to her neighbour and the neigh- 
bour said something to us, and we all gathered our 
sari-fringes and we waited, and the door opened again, 
and one of the boys came out, and with him was Pariah 
Madanna, and we said, ‘ So, he’s back, h£? * and we 
looked at each other and we looked at Madanna’s 
wife and Madanna’s wife smiled back at us knowingly, 
and we said, 4 So, he, too, was only in the jungles ’, and 
we said surely there are many others that have come 
back, and our stomachs heaved with joy. And more 
men came out of the hall, and there they were Puttanna 
and Chandrayya and Seethanna and Borappa and 
Potter Sidda — and the city boys, they were like 
princes, fair and smiling and firm, and one of the 
Volunteers, the one with a square face and a shaking 
head, he stood by the threshold, and said ‘ Sisters, there 
is nothing to be frightened about. We knew the 
Government would auction the lands today, and our 
men are going to come from the city, hundreds and 
hundreds of men are going to come from the city, for 
we have decided to hold a Satyanarayana Puja , and 
it will be held in this house, and our men will escape 
from all the policemen the Government can send and 
all the soldiers the Government can send, and yet men 
will come from the city, and they will come for the 
Satyanarayana Puja , and no land will ever be sold, for 
the Government is afraid of us,’ and Nanjamma says, 
' No, no \ But the Volunteers goes on, ‘ Ves, sister, yes, 
the Government is afraid of us, for in Karwar the 
courts are closed and the banks closed and the Col- 
lector never goes out, and there are policemen at his 
door and at his gate and beneath his bedroom window, 
and every white man in Karwar has a policeman 
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beside him, and every white man in Siddapur and 
Sholapur and Matgi and Malur has a policeman beside 
him, and it is the same from Kailas to Kanyakumari 
and from Karachi to Kachar, and shops are closed 
and bonfires lit, and khadi is the only thing that is 
sold, while processions and songs and flag-salutations 
go through the streets, picketings and prabhat pheris, 
and the Police will beat and the soldiers open fire, and 
millions and millions of our brothers and sisters be 
thrown into prison, and yet go and ask them, who is 
our King? They will say, “ Congress, Congress, Con- 
gress and the Mahatma/* and hand in hand they go, 
shouting “ Victory, victory to the Mahatma ’*. Brothels 
are picketed and toddy booths and opium booths and 
courts are set up and men tried and condemned, and 
money set in circulation, the money of the Mahatma, 
and the salt of the sea sold, and the money sent to 
whom? to the Congress; and it is the same by the 
Ganges and the Jumna and the Godaveri, by Indus 
and by Kaveri, in Agra and Ankola, Lucknow and 
Maunpuri, in Madras, Patna and Lahore, in Calcutta, 
Peshawar and Puri, in Poona and in Benares — every- 
where; and millions and millions of our brothers and 
sisters have gone to prison, and when the father comes 
back, the son is taken, and when the daughter is 
arrested, the mother comes out of prison, and yet there 
is but one law our people will obey, it is the law of 
the Congress. Listen, the Government is afraid of us. 
There is a big city in the north called Peshawar, and 
there the Government has always thousands and thou- 
sands of military men, and our brothers, the Moho- 
medans, one and all have conquered the city, and no 
white man will ever come into it. And they have 
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conquered, sisters, without a gun-shot, for all are 
Satyagrahis and disciples of the Mahatma. They bared 
their breasts and marched towards the machine-guns, 
ten thousand in all, and bullets went through them, 
and a hundred and twenty-five were shot through and 
through, and yet they went up and conquered the city. 
And when our soldiers were sent to shoot them, they 
would not shoot them. For after all, sisters, these 
soldiers, too, are Indians, and men like us, and they, 
too, have wives and children and stomachs to fill as we/ 
4 Monsters, monsters,’ Rachanna’s wife cries out. 
And the Volunteers replies: 4 Monsters, monsters, yes, 
they may be, but we are out to convert them, the 
Mahatma says we should convert them, and we shall 
convert them; our hearts shall convert them. Our will 
and our love will convert them. And now let us be 
silent for a while, and in prayer send out our love that 
no hatred may live within our breasts. And, brothers 
and sisters, the battle, we will win. . . / 

And we all closed our eyes and said our prayers, but 
our eyes would quiver, and we saw cars go up the 
Bebbur Mound and the Bel-field and the Tank-field 
and the Big Field, filled with these pariah-looking 
coolies, and soldiers were at our doors and policemen 
in our sanctums, and vessels lay broken on the streets, 
pickle-pots and gods and winnowing pales. And we 
say, ‘ No, no — this will not do, this will not do,* and 
Ratna says angrily, ‘ Then you are not for the 
Mahatma!’ and we say, 4 We are, we are! — But we 
have only a loin-cloth wide of land and that is to be 
sold away, and who will give us a morsel to eat — 
who? * and Ratna says, 4 Oh, don’t you be frightened — 
the Congress will look after it. Why, the Congress is 
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ours, and much money is there in the Congress, and 
many a man has sent sacks and sacks of rice, and there 
are camps in Seethapur and camps in Subbapur, and 
camps, too, across the Mysore border in Shikaripur and 
Somapur and Puttapur . . But we said, ‘ That is not 
enough, Ratna, apd we are not cattle to leave our 
homes and our fires and the sacred banks of the 
Himavathy \ 

But Ratna was already away and she was saying 
something to the boys inside, and we all went back 
home to light our fires and to put something into our 
stomachs; but the bath fire would not take and the 
sanctum clothes were not dry, and when we went to 
the back yard we could see the cars still shining like 
Brahma's gates on the Bebbur Mound, and the harvest 
simmering with the north-cast wind that came from the 
Himavathy bend, and rising up the Kenchamma grove 
and the Bears Hill went shaking the trees of the 
Skeffington Coffee Estate, and we felt we could tear 
our saris to pieces and slice our heads into a million 
morsels and offer them up to some ten-headed ogre. 
Of what use all this Satyanarayana Puja — and all these 
Moorthy’s prayers — and that widowed Ratna’s com- 
mands? Prayers never paid Revenue dues. Nor 
would the rice creep back to the granaries. Nor fire 
consume Bhatta’s promissory notes. Mad we were, 
daughters, mad to follow Moorthy. When did Ken- 
chamma ever refuse our three, morsels of rice — or the 
Himavathy the ten handfuls of water? . . . But some 
strange fever rushed up from the feet, it rushed up and 
with it our hair stood on end and our ears grew hot 
and something powerful shook us from head to foot, 
like Shamoo when the goddess had taken hold of him; 
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and on that beating, bursting day, with the palms and 
the champaks and the lantana and the silent well about 
us, such a terror took hold of us, that we put the 
water-jugs on our hips, and we rushed back home, 
trembling and gasping with the anger of the gods. . . 
Moorthy forgive us! Mahatma forgive us! Ken- 
chamma forgive us! We shall go. Oh, we shall go 
to the end of the pilgrimage like the two hundred and 
fifty thousand women of Bombay. We will go like 
them, we will go . . .! 

Men will come from the city, after all, to protect 
us! We will go . . .! 


We drew two carts across Sami’s courtyard so that 
nobody could see the procession we were preparing 
and flowers were brought, and sandal and banana 
trunks, and Ratna went and brought a picture of 
Satyanarayana and stuck it in the middle, and some- 
body put a Gandhi at his feet and set a flower upon 
it, and even sajji was being made in the kitchen, and 
butter and banana and syrup, and when camphor trays 
and kumkum trays were decorated and the wicks 
sharpened, Ratna says somebody will blow the conch 
from the Promontory at dusk-fall, and the men who 
would be lying hidden in the jungle and by the river, 
and village men and city men would rush from this 
side and that and, with the Satyanarayana procession 
in front of us, we would go through the Brahmin Street 
and the Pariah Street to the village gate and across the 
lanes and the pastures and the canal to do field- 
Satyagraha. 
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And now and again, when we heard footsteps, we 
all rushed back into the byre for fear we should be 
seen, and then Seethamma, who was plucking flowers 
in the back yard, came and said, ‘ Sisters, sisters, do 
you know more buses have come and more men have 
come from the city for the auctions? ’ and we all said, 
4 Only a pariah looks at the teeth of dead cows. What 
is lost is lost, and we shall never again look upon our 
fields and harvests.’ And then someone comes run- 
ning in and says, ‘ Why, there are women there, too,’ 
and we could not stop our fears and we rushed to see 
who these bitches could be, and Timmamma, who 
had keen eyes, says, ‘ Why, they arc our women; can- 
not you see? Agent Nanjundia’s wife Subbamma Is 
there, and there is Kamalamma’s Kanchi sari too,’ and 
we all say, 4 Well, one soul lost for us ’. Then Tim- 
mamma says, 4 Why, there is Venkatalakshamma too 
— Venkatalakshamma who fed Moorthy. Why, sister, 
a woman who could have starved her stepchildren so, 
could never be a Gandhi woman,’ and Seethamma says, 
4 And there is Priest Rangappa’s wife Lakshamma too, 
I think — 4 To buy off for Bhatta, surely,’ cried 
Ratna. And we sought to make out who this woman 
was and who that woman was, but we could hardly 
see, for the evening was drawing near. And then 
suddenly there arose the clamour of the pariah women 
and the sudra women, for a white man stood there 
on one of those lorries, and he was turning to this side 
and saying something, and turning to that side and 
saying something, and hands were thrust up, and people 
pressed against one another, and voices shot across the 
valley as clear and near as though they came frofn 
the other side of the Brahmin quarter, and the pariah 
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women shrieked and shrieked, they beat their mouths 
and shrieked, and the children joined them, and our 
hearts began to give way, and Ratna said, ‘ Now, no 
more of this — nobody wants to sec a drowning person,’ 
and we all rushed back to the Satyanarayana 
procession-throne. 

But the clamour still rises from beneath the Pro- 
montory and we can hear Timmi, Timmayya’s Timmi, 
cry out, ‘Oh! The Bel-field! May your house be 
destroyed — may your wife die childless — I’ll sleep with 
your mother ! * And the lamentations begin and lathis 
strike and the shriekings die down; and then we turn 
back to see suddenly that there is a city man at the 
byre door, and Ratna says, ‘ Why, that’s Sankaru, and 
we say, ‘ Why, the Sankaru, the Sankaru,’ and we feel 
a holy presence among us, and behind him are more 
men, more boys from the city, and he walks silently 
towards us and sees our throne ready and says, ‘ That 
is good,’ and Ratna is trembling with joy and she 
says, ‘ Why, when did you come? * and he says, ‘ Never 
mind. Is everything ready, for soon must the conch 
be blown,’ and we all say, * Who will blow it? Who? * 
And with the coming of the evening, we hear the 
last shouts from the Bebbur Mound, and dogs bark 
and bats flap about, and then there is such a cry again 
from the Sudra lines and the Pariah lines that Ratna 
rushes to the back yard, and we all rush behind her, 
and from beneath the giant mango by the well we see 
the pariah-looking men of the Bebbur Mound go down 
crowd by crowd, sickle and scythe in hand, crowd by 
crowd to the Big field and the Bebbur field and Lin- 
gayya’s field and Madanna’s field and Rangamma’s 
field and Satanna's triangular field, and then the cars 
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start, and one by one the cars go down and sail away 
beyond the Kenchamma Hill, and we say, 4 It’s lost, 
it’s lost, but they are not going to reap tonight, and it 
shall be ours one night more But from inside the 
lorries they take out big, strong gas-lights of the city, 
and like a veritable marriage-procession they bring the 
lights down — coolie behind coolie brings them down. 
Dusk falls and night comes and all our fields lie 
glimmering under the pale’ yellow lights of the city. 
Then Sankaru rushes, in and cries out, 4 Now, Ratna. 
blow the conch! * 


Ratna blew the conch from the top of the Pro- 
montory, and with the blowing of the conch rose the 
Satyanarayan Maharaj ki jai! Satyanarayan Maha - 
raj ki jai! from Sami’s courtyard, and the throne was 
lifted up, and wc marched through the Brahmin Street 
and the Potters’ Street and the Pariah Street and the 
Weavers’ Street, and doors creaked and children ran 
down the steps, and trays were in their hands, and the 
camphor was lit and the coconuts broken and the fruits 
offered, and one by one behind the children came their 
mothers, and behind their mothers their grandmothers 
and grand-aunts, and people said, 4 Sister, let me hold 
the torch. Sister, let me hold the sacred fan.’ And 
shoulder after shoulder changed beneath the proces- 
sion-throne, and the cries of 4 Satyanarayan Maharaj 
ki jai ! Satyanarayan Maharaj ki jai! ’ leapt into the 
air. And somebody said, 4 Let us sing 44 The Road to 
the City of Love”,’ and we said ‘That’s beautiful,* 
and we clapped our hands and we sang, ‘The road 
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to the City of Love is hard, brother \ And hardly 
were we by the Temple Comer than policeman upon 
policeman was seen by the village gate, and they were 
coming, their lathis raised up, and when they saw it 
was a religious procession they stopped, and we shouted 
all the louder to show it was indeed a religious song 
wc were singing, and we came nearer. 4 It’s a religious 
procession, he, take care ! ’ says one of them, and Ratna 
says, 4 Oh yes, we’ll take care,’ and the policemen 
walked beside us, twisting their moustaches and swear- 
ing and spitting and blustering, and Ratna stopped 
every hundred steps and blew the conch three times, 
and camphors were lit again, and the coconuts broken, 
and ‘ Satyanatayan Maharaj ki jai!’ 'was shouted out 
into the night air. And the Police turned to Lingamma 
and said, 4 Where are you going? ', and Lingamma 
said, 4 1 do not know ’. And they turned to Madamma 
and said, 4 Where are you going? ’, and Madamma said, 
4 The gods know, not I,* and they went this side and 
that and tried to threaten Lakkamma and Madamma 
and Seethamma and Vedamma, but they shouted out 
1 Satyanarayan Maharaj ki jai! 9 

And at last the Police Inspector came, and this time 
he was on foot, and a policeman followed him lantern 
in hand, and he stops the procession and Ratna blows 
the conch three times and says, 4 Stop ! ’, and we stop, 
and he says to Ratna, 4 Where do you go? ’, and Ratna 
says, head up, 4 Where the gods will,* and he says, 
‘ Which way do your gods will? * and he twists his face 
and laughs at his own joke, and Ratna says, 4 Where 
evil haunts \ — 4 You will get a nice two years, my nice 
lady.* — 4 So be it. And now, Satyanarayan Maharaj 
ki jai! 9 and she gave three long blasts with her conch. 
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And as wc began to march, it was not ‘ Satyanarayan 
Maharaj ki jai! ’ that came to our throats but ‘ Vande 
Mataram! ’, and we shouted out ‘ Vande Mataram — 
Mataram Vande ! ’ ; and then suddenly from the dark- 
ened Brahmin Street and the Pariah Street and the 
Weavers’ Street and the lantana growths came back the 
cry ‘ Mahatma Gandhi ki jai ! ’, and the police were 
so infuriated that they rushed this side and that, and 
from this courtyard and that garden, from behind this 
door and that byre, and from the tops of champak- 
trees and pipal-trees and tamarind-trees, from beneath 
horse-carts and bullock-carts, men in white jumped out, 
men at last from the city, boys, young men, house- 
holders, peasants, Mohomedans with dhotis to the knees, 
and city boys with floating shirts and Gandhi caps, and 
they swarmed around us like veritable mother elephants 
round their young. And we felt so happy that wc 
cried out ‘ Vande. Mataram! ’, and with the groan of 
the boys and the cry of children under the lathi blows, 
from the Karwar Road to the Kcnchamma Hill voices 
upon voices rose, and from hill to hill like wild-fires 
blared 4 Mataram Vande ! * And some near us stamped 
the earth and cried, ‘ Inquilab Zindabad — Inquilab 
Zindabad! * And 4 Inquilab , Inquilab , Inquilab ’ 
rapped out someone clear and fierce through the star- 
lit air, and 4 Zindabad ’ we roared back, and such a 
roar swept through the streets and the valley that wc 
said there are more men still, tens and tens of thou- 
sands of men, and the policemen’s curses were lost in 
the ringing of bells and the blast of the conch. And 
then somebody behind us blew the long horn, and it 
twirled up and swung forth and clattered against the 
trees of the Skeffington Coffee Estate, and another and 

236 



another curled up, and yet another that arched over the 
Kenchamma Hill and the Bebbur Mound and trailed 
away snaking up to the Blue Mountain tops. And we 
said more and more men will know of our fight, and 
more and more of them will come, and we clapped 
our hands and we stamped the earth and we marched 
on, and we shouted ‘ Inquilab, Inquilab Zindabad! * 
and between two shouts we asked the city boys, 
‘ Where are we going, where? ’, and the city boys said, 
‘ Why, to the barricades.’ — ‘ And what barricades? ’ — 
‘ Why, the Skeffington barricades,’ and a neighbour 
would pinch us and say, 4 Say Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! ’ 
and we cried out ‘ Gandhi Mahatma ki jai! ’ and the 
city boys would say, * We’ll take it, sister, we will. In 
Peshawar the whole city . . .’ and lathi blows fell on 
us, but ‘ Inquilab Zindabad! ’ was the only answer 
we gave. 

And suddenly, across the Bebbur Mound, we saw 
shapes crawl along and duck down and rise up, and 
we said, 4 Perhaps soldiers — soldiers,’ but 4 In Pesha- 
war,’ says the city boy, " you know they would not 
shoot,’ and we said we too are soldiers, and we are the 
soldiers of the Mahatma, and this country' is ours, and 
the soldiers are ours and the English they are not ours, 
and we said to ourselves, a day will come, a day when 
hut after hut will have a light at dusk, and flowers 
will be put on the idols, and camphors lit, and as the 
last Red-man leaps into his boat, and the earth pushes 
him away, through our thatches will a song rise like a 
thread of gold, and from the lotus navel of India’s 
earth the Mahatma will speak of love to all men. — 

‘ Say Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! ’ — 4 Inquilab Zindabad, 
Inquilab Zindabad! ’ — and the Police* lathis showered 
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on us, and the procession-throne fell, and the gods fell 
and the flowers fell and the candelabras fell, and yet 
the gods were in the air, brother, and not a cry nor 
lamentation rose, and when we reached the village 
gate, suddenly from the top of the pipal someone swings 
down and he has a flag in hand, and he cries out, 

Lift the flag high, 

O, Lift the flag high, 

Brothers, sisters, friends and mothers, 

This is the flag of the Revolution, 

and the Police rush at him, and he slips in here and 
he slips out there and the boys have taken the flag, 
and the flag flutters and leaps from hand to hand, 
and with it the song is clapped out: 

O lift the flag high, 

Lift it high like in 1857 again, 

And the Lakshmi of Jhansi, 

And the Moghul of Delhi, 

Will be ours again, 

and there is a long cry, ‘ Down the hedge, here/ and 
we rush down the Aloe lane, and the Police find they 
are too few, and they begin to throw stones at the crowd 
and the crowd gets angry, but the boys shut them up 
and sing: 


O fire, O soul, 

Give us the spark of God-eternal, 

That friend to friend and friend to foe, 

One shall wc stand before HIM. 

And suddenly there is an opening in the hedge and 
the gas-lights and the coolies and the barricades are 
seen, long barricades that lie like an elephant’s carcass 
under the starlight, and men stand by them, and be- 
hind them the lorries, and behind the lorries the wide- 
eyed lantern of the Skeffington bungalow, and down 
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below, in Satanna’s triangular field men are still work- 
ing, the coolies from the city are still reaping. And' 
all of a sudden we cry out, ‘ Gandhi Mahatma ki jai! ’, 
and they look at us and stop their work but they do 
not reply, and we shout the louder, 4 Vande Mataram ! 
Inquilab Zindabad! Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! ’, and 
the Police, seeing the crowd out of their hands, kick 
and twist the limbs and bang more fiercely, and 
Seethamma is thrown upon the cactuses and Vedamma 
and Kanakamma after her, and we could hear their 
wailings, and we run to them and pull them up, and 
we run down the lane and the field bunds and we come 
to the canal, and the women cry out, ‘ We cannot go! 
We cannot go ! ’ and the men drag them and the Police 
push them in, and the pebbles slip under our feet, and 
saying ‘ Ganga, Jumna, Saraswathi!* we look up into 
the wide, starry sky, and there is something in the air 
resonant like the temple bell, and the bell rings on 
and on, and we wade through the canal and we sing, 
‘That friend to friend and friend to foe/ and the pro- 
cession still moves on — and suddenly, by Rangamma’s 
Coconut-garden field, from behind the waving, brown 
paddy harvest, there is a cry sharp and clear, then a 
rasping hiss as though a thousand porcupines had 
suddenly bristled up, and we sec rising from behind the 
ridge, ten, twenty, thirty, forty soldiers heads down and 
bayonets thrust forth. We whirl in shrieks and shouts 
and yells, and we leap into the harvests. And a first 
shot is shot into the air. 

And there was a shuddered silence, like the silence 
of a jungle after the tiger has roared over the evening 
river, and then, like a jungle cry of crickets and frogs 
and hyenas and bison and jackals, we all. groaned and 
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shrieked and sobbed, and we rushed this side to the 
canal-bund and that side to the Coconut-garden, and 
this side to the sugar-cane field and that side to the 
Bel-field bund, and we fell and we rose, and we 
crouched and we rose, and we ducked beneath the 
rice harvests and we rose, and we fell over stones and 
we rose again, over field-bunds and canal-bunds and 
garden-bunds did we rush, and the children held to our 
saris and some held to our breasts and the night-blind 
held to our hands; and we could hear the splash of the 
canal water and the trundling of the gun-carts, and 
from behind a tree or stone or bund, we could see be- 
fore us, there, beneath the Bebbur Mound, the white 
city boys grouped like a plantain grove, and women 
round them and behind them, and the flag still flying 
over them. And the soldiers shouted, 4 Disperse or we 
fire,’ but the boys answered, ‘ Brothers, we are non- 
violent,’ and the soldiers said, * Non-violent or not, you 
cannot march this side of the fields,’ and the boys 
answered, ‘ The fields are ours,’ and the soldiers said, 
4 1 say the fields are bought, you pigs ’. And a peasant 
voice from the back says, 4 It’s we who have put the 
plough to the earth and fed her with water,’ and the 
soldiers say, 4 H£, stop that, you village kid,’ and the 
boys say, 4 Brother, the earth is ours, and you are ours 
too, brown like this earth is your skin and mine,* and 
a soldier shouts out, ‘ Oh, no more of this Panchayat — 
we ask you again, disperse, and do not force us to 
fire!* Then, it is Ratna’s voice that says, 4 Forward, 
brothers, in the name of the Mahatma! *, and every- 
body takes it up and shouts 4 Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! *, 
and marches forward. And a shower of shots suddenly 
bursts into the air, and we close our eyes, and when 
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we open them again there is not a cry nor shout and 
the boys are still marching forward, and the soldiers 
are retreating, and we say, ‘ So that was false firing \ 
But the city boys will not stop, and the crowd moves 
on and on, and beneath the stars there is a veritable 
moving mound of them from the Bebbur field to the 
canal field. 

And we say, ‘ Let us rush behind Bhatta’s sugar-canes 
there they cannot catch us, for if they come to one 
row, we will slip into another,’ and we stumble and 
rise again, and we hold to our children and the night- 
blind, and we duck and we rise again, and, our eyes 
fixed on the soldiers, we rush towards Bhatta’s sugar- 
cane field. And when we are there, Satamma says, 
4 The snakes, the snakes ! * and we say, ‘ If our karma 
is that, may it be so,’ and we huddle behind the 
sugar-cane reeds and we lie along the sugar-cane 
ditches, and we peep across the dark, watery fields, 
and the children begin to say, ‘ I am afraid, I am 
afraid,* and we say, ‘Wait a moment, wait, and it will 
be over soon \ And, our hearts tied up in our sari 
fringes, we gaze beyond the dead harvest growth, and 
the crowd still moves forward towards the gas-lights, 
and by the gas-lights the coolies still bend their heads 
and cut the harvest, and a man is there, crying out, 
swearing away — their maistri. And the nearer the 
crowd comes to the coolies the louder is the shout 
‘ Gandhi Mahatma ki jai! Inquilab Zindabad! In - 
quilab Zindabad! * And suddenly we see shadows 
moving in the Skeffington Coffee Estate, shadows 
moving like buffaloes on a harvest night, and not a 
voice comes from them, and we say, 4 Surely, they are 
not our men,* and yet we say, 4 The Skeffington coolies 
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will not let us down \ And then, as the pumpkin 
moon is just rising over the Beda Ghats, there comes 
a sudden cry from the top of the Bebbur Mound, and 
we jump to our feet and we ask, * Oh, what can it 
be, what? *, and a flag is seen moving in the hands of 
a white-clad man, and the Police boots are crunching 
upon the sand, and we say somebody is running to- 
wards the barricades — but who? And the crowd is 
still by the Bebbur field, and the -flag is still there, and 
there is a furious cry coming from the Bebbur Mound 
gate and a crash is heard, and we hear the coolies 
rushing at the barricades and they, too, have a flag 
in their hands and they blow a trumpet and shout out, 
‘ V andk Malar am! Malar am Vandt! *, and there is 
an answer from the crowd below, ‘ Inquilab Zindabad! 
InquUab Zindabad! *, and between them is Rang£ 
Gowda’s Big field and the Bebbur field and the 
triangular field. 

And of a sudden the coolies of the city stop work 
and at a command the lights are all put out, and there 
is nothing but the rising moon and a rag of cloud here 
and there and all the stars of night and the shining 
dome of tfie Kenchamma Temple, and the winking 
lantern from the Skeffington bungalow. And the 
Skeffington coolies, black with their white dhotis, tumble 
and rush down, and there is another shot in the air, 
and this time we see the flag of the coolies flutter 
as they advance towards the crouching barricades; and 
a white officer is there, and there is surely a horse 
beneath him, for he is here, he is there, he is every- 
where, and one of the soldiers cries out something from 
the barricades, and the coolies answer one and all, 
* Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! *, and then someone lights 
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a dhoti and throws it at the soldiers, and there is a long, 
confused cry like that of children, and we see lathis 
rising and falling, darting and dipping like fishes, and 
the coolies shout out, 4 Mahatma Gandhi ki jai ! To the 
fields! To the barricades, brothers! * And the crowd 
below, wading through the harvests, shouts back, 

4 Say, brother, Inquilab Zindabad! Mahatma Gandhi 
ki jai! * And they seem so near the Skeffington 
coolies that they have just to jump and they will be 
at the top of the Mound and the Skeffington coolies 
have just to jump down and they will be with the 
crowd, and between them stand the city coolies, white 
and bearded and motionless. And when the Skeffington 
coolies shout again, 4 Inquilab Zindabad! Inquilab 
Zindabad! Say, brother, Inquilab Zindabad! ’ a volley 
spits into the air, and in the silence that follows, there 
is a voice that shouts out, 4 Stop, or we shoot — 
4 Shoot ! * answers one of the coolies, and a shot bursts 
straight at him, and another and yet another, and there 
are cries and gasps, and people, beat their mouths and 
lament, and the crowd below feels so furious that, 
shouting 4 Inquilab Zindabad! *, they run forward, and 
the Police can stop them no more, and they jump over 
field-bunds and tumble against gas-lights and fall over 
rocks and sheafs, sickles, and scythes, three thousand 
men in all, and from the top of the Mound soldiers 
open fire. 

And there follows a long tilting silence, and then 
yells and moans and groans again. And we say, 4 No, 
we can see this no more, we, too, shall be with them \ 
But Lingamma says she is feeling like doing something, 
and Lakshamma says her heart is fainting, and Nan- 
jamma says, 4 1*11 be with the children *. So Vedamma 
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and Seethamma and Lakshamma and I, we go up 
behind the crowd, and the bullets scream through the 
air, like flying snakes taken fire, they wheeze and hiss 
and slash against the trees, or fall hissing into the canal, 
and Vedamma gets a bullet in the left leg, and we 
put her on the field-bund, and we tear up a little paddy 
and we lay her on it and she says, ‘ Rama-Rama, I’m 
dying — Rama-Rama, I’m dying,’ and we say, ‘ No, it’s 
only the leg,’ but she says, * No, no,’ but we know it 
is well, and there is such a cry, such a lamentation from 
the crowd, that our hearts are squeezed like a wet cloth, 
and we say, ‘ Vedamma, Vedamma, stop here and we 
will get some help ’. And already in the Big field men 
are being bandaged, and we say, ‘ Brother, brother, 
there is a woman wounded,’ and somebody says, 

‘ Ramu, go and see her And a Volunteer hurries 
torch in hand *to bandage' Vedamma, and we see 
already, two, three, four stretchers bearing away the 
wounded, and they say the Congress ambulance is 
there, that it had slipped through swamp and jungle, 
and the wounded would be carried to it. And we say, 

4 How are things going, brother? ’ and the Volunteer 
says, ‘ They are resisting,’ and we ask, ‘ And women, 
are there some women? ’ and he says, ‘ Why, there are 
many \ — ‘ And you are a city boy? * we ask. — ‘ Yes, yes, 
sister,* he says, and we say, ‘ We’ll follow you,* and 
he says, * Come,* and we run behind him, and the 
shots fall here and fall there, and in the darkness we 
can see a white group of men moving up, a white 
group of city boys, and behind them are women, 
and behind the women the crowd again, and the 
wounded shriek from this field and from that, voices 
of men and boys and old women, and above it 
244 



all rises from the front. ranks the song: 

And the flame of Jatin, 

And the fire of Bhagath, 

And the love of the Mahatma in all, 

O, lift the flag high, 

Lift the flag high, 

This is the flag of the Revolution. 

And the Skeffington coolies cry out, ‘ Mahatma Gandhi 
ki jai! and the coolies of the harvest take it up and 
shout 4 Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! \ and we are near 
them and they are near us, and they say something to 
us and we do not understand what they mutter, and 
we say * Mahatma , Mahatma , Gandhi Mahatma! \ and 
they put their mouths to our ears and say 4 Gandhi 
Mahatma ki jai! \ and 4 Punjab, Punjab ! * But our 
ears are turned to the firing and we strain our eyes to 
see the coolies on the Mound, the coolies of the 
Skeffington Coffee Estate, but all we hear are shouts 
and shrieks and yells. Then suddenly, from the Hima- 
vathy bend there is such a rush of more coolies that 
the soldiers do not know which way to turn, for the 
city boys are still marching up, and women are behind 
them, and the crowd behind the women, and there are 
the coolies across the barricades; and there is such joy 
that a wild cry of 4 Vande! . . . Mataram! . . / gushes 
from the valley to the mountain-tops and all the moon- 
lit sky above us. And the white man shouts a command 
and all the soldiers open fire and all the soldiers charge 
— they come rushing towards us, their turbans trembling 
and their bayonets shining under the bright moon, and 
our men lie flat on the fields, the city boys and the 
women, and the soldiers dash upon us and trample 
over us, and bang their rifle-butts against our heads. 
There are cries and shrieks and moans and groans, 
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and men fly to the left and to the right, and they howl 
and they yell and they fall and they rise and we rise, 
too, to fly, but the soldiers have seen us, and one of 
them rushes toward us, and we are felled and twisted, 
we are felled and we are kicked, we are felled and the 
bayonets waved over our faces — and a long time passes 
before we wake and we find Satamma fainted beside 
us, and Madamma and I, who were soaking in a 
ditch, crawl past her. And then there is a shot, and 
a fleeing man near by is shot in the chest and he falls 
over us, and the moon splashes on his moustached 
face, his peasant-blanket soaked in blood, and he 
slowly lets down his head, crying ‘Amma, mother! 
Amm — Amm ! * and we wipe the saliva from his mouth, 
and we put our mouths to his ear and say, ‘ Narayan, 
Narayan,’ but he is already dead. There is no more 
charging now, but a continuous firing comes down from 
the Bebbur Mound. The moon still shines and with 
it the winking light of the Skeffington Coffee Estate. 

There is a long silence. 

We’re in the Big field. Where is Ratna? Where is 
Venkateshia’s wife Lakshamma? And Nose-scratching 
Nanjamma? And Seethamma and Vedamma and 
Chinnamma and all? ‘ How are you, Madamma? * I 
ask. ‘ Hush ! * says someone in front of us, hid beneath 
the harvest, and as we raise our heads, we see men hid 
behind this ridge and that, in this field and that, and 
their white clothes and their tufts and braids. And 
there is Kanthapura, too, across the canal and the 
Aloe lane, and there’s not a light, and the streets are 
milk-splashed under the moon. There’s Rangamma’s 
veranda and Nanjamma’s mango-well, and Sami's 
courtyard with its carts, yokes on the earth and backs in 
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the air; the dustbin is by the Main Street Square, and 
the Corner-House coconut-tree is dark and high. There 
seems to be not a beating pulse in all Kanthapura. 

Now, there’s the gruff voice of the white officer and 
the whispered counsels of the soldiers. Soon they’ll 
begin the attack again. 


The attack began not from their side but ours, for 
someone broke open the gas cylinders of the city lights, 
and they made such a roar that the officer thought it 
was a gun-shot, and immediately there was a charge, 
and the soldiers came grunting and grovelling at us, 
bayonets thrust forward, and shot after shot burst 
through the night, and we knew this time there would 
be no mercy, and we rose and we ran; and someone 
from the Bebbur Mound had run up to the barricades 
where there was neither soldier nor officer, and had 
tried to hoist the National flag, and the coolies rushed 
behind him, and the coolies from the Himavathy 
bend rushed towards them, and there was a long 
‘ Vandi Malar am ! 3 and the soldiers, fiercer, dashed 
behind us, and man after man gasped and cried and 
fell, and those that were tying bandages to them, they, 
too, got bayonet thrusts in the thighs and arms and 
chest, and we spread over field and bund and garden, 
and when we came to the canal there were so many of 
us to wade through, that the boys said, ‘ Go ahead, go 
ahead, sisters,’ and they stood there, holding hand to 
hand and arm to arm, one long aloe-hedge of city boys, 
their faces turned to the Bebbur Mound. And the 
soldiers rush at them, but one goes forward and says, 
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4 Brother, we are non-violent, do not fire on innocent 
men,’ and the white officer says, ‘ Stop,* and he says 
to the soldier, ‘ What does he say? * and the soldiers 
laugh, ‘They say they’re innocent,’ and the officer 
says, 1 Then ask them if they will be loyal to the 
Government,* and the boys ask, ‘ What Government? * 
and the officer answers, 4 The British Government,’ and 
the boys say,* 4 We know only one Government and 
that is the Government of the Mahatma,’ and the 
officer says, 4 But ours is an Indian Government,’ and 
he says to a soldier, 4 Plant this flag here,’ and we who 
are on the other side of the canal, we lie behind the 
bund, and we look at the flag being planted just 
between Satamma’s boundary stone and the Bel-tree, 
and the moon is stiB there and the fields fretful with 
a mountain wind. An4 the officer says, 4 Salute, and 
march past the flag, and you will be free,’ and then 
he says, 4 Gome out,’ and the boys cry in answer, 
4 Inquilab Zindabad! Inquilab Zindabad! ’ and the 
boys at the batk begin, 

O fire, O soul, 

Give us the spark of God-eternal, 

That friend to friend and friend to fpc, 

One shall we stand before HIM. 

And the flame of Jatin, 

And the fire of Bhagath, 

And the love of the Mahatma in all, 

O, lift the flag high, 

Lift the flag high. 

This is the flag of the Revolution. 

And suddenly a boy rushes to the flag and a host 
of bayonets are thrust at him, and another boy rushes 
up behind him, and at him the officer aims his pistol, 
and then others cry and shout and rush at the flag, and 
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the parrots and the bats and the crows come screech- 
ing out of the bel-tree ; and the coolies are now running 
down the Bebbur Mound, and there is a hand-to-hand 
fight, and some, frightened, fall into the canal, and 
others go rushing this side and that, but the city boys, 
they squat down, they plop on the harvests and they 
squat down. But someone has hit the officer and he 
falls, and then curses and bayonets fly, and the 
coolies of the Bebbur Mound have arrived, and they 
are holding the gas-light boxes in front of them, and 
some carry gas-cylinders on their heads, and they 
carry sickles and lathis in their hands. But a voice 
is heard saying, ‘ No violence, in the name of the 
Mahatma/ and we know it is Ratna’s voice — but, 
where is she? Where? And the coolies answer back, 

‘ Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! Say, brother, Gandhi 
Mahatma ki jai! *, and the soldiers rush towards 
them and fall on them, and the coolies fall on 
the soldiers, and the city boys cry, ‘ Stop, stop/ but 
bayonets are thrust at them too, and there is such a 
confusion that men grip men and men crush men and 
men bite men and men tear men, and moans on moans 
rise and groans on groans die out, while the ambu- 
lance men are still at work and men are bandaged, 
and shots after shots ring out and man after man falls 
like an empty sack, and the women take up the lamen- 
tation: ‘He’s gone — he’s gone — he’s gone, sister! *, 
they beat their mouths and shout, 4 He’s gone — he’s 
gone — he’s gone, Moorthappa ! ’, and somebody adds, 

‘ He’s gone — he’s gone — he’s gone, Rachanna ! ’, and 
over the moans and the groans rises the sing-song 
lamentation, 4 Oh, Ammayya, he’s gone — he’s gone — 
he’s gone, Rachanna ! ’ 


249 



And men are kicked and, legs tied to hands and 
hands tied to legs, are they rolled into the canal, and 
the waters splash and yells rise up, ‘ Help, help, 
Ammayya! * And the coolies rush up and some shout 
* Mahatma Gandhi ki jai! ’ and others shout back 
‘ Vandd Mataram! ’, and a bayonet is thrust at one 
and he falls; and again through the night rises the 
lamentation ‘ Ammayya — he’s gone — he’s gone — he’s 
gone, Moorthappa,’ and it whirls and laments over the 
canal and the sugar-cane field and the Bebbur Mound 
and Skeffington Coffee Estate and the mango grove 
of the Kenchamma Temple — and crouching, we creep 
back through the village lane, behind lantana and aloe 
and cactus, looking at the Bebbur Mound, where the 
Gandhi flag is still flying beneath the full-bosomed 
moon, and the Canal-bund beyond which three thou- 
sand men are shrieking and slaying, weeping, wound- 
ing, groaning, crawling, swooning, vomiting, bellowing, 
moaning, raving, gasping . . . and at the village gate 
there’s Satamma and Nanjamma and Rachamma and 
Madamma, and Yenki and Nanju and Pariah Tippa 
and old Mota and Beadle Timmayya and Bora and 
Venkata, and the children are there, too, and old men 
from the city, and the coolies of the fields who said, 
‘ Punjab, Punjab \ And we ask ourselves* ‘ Who will 
ever set foot again in this village? and Madanna’s 
wife Madi says, 4 Even if you want to, the Police are 
not your uncle’s sons, are they? For every house and 
byre is now attached.* And then more and more men 
crawl up, and more wounded are brought up, on 
shoulders and arms and stretchers are they brought up, 
naked, half covered, earth-covered are they brought 
up, with dangling legs, dangling hands and bleeding 
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hands, and with bleeding mouths and bleeding fore- 
heads and backs are they brought up, city boys and 
peasant boys are they, young and bright as banana 
trunks, city men and peasant men, lean-ribbed, long- 
toed, with cut moustaches and long whiskers — peasant 
women and city women are they, widows, mothers, 
daughters, stepdaughters — and some speak in free voices 
and some in breathless sputters, and some can do no 
more than wallow and wail. And women walk behind 
them, beating their mouths and singing, ‘ Oh, he’s gone 
— he’s gone, Cart-Man Rudrappa; Hi y said he to his 
bulls, and h£, hd y said he to his cart, he y he , hd y said 
he to the wicked whip; he’s gone — he’s gone — he’s 
gone, Rudrappa,’ and another woman adds, ‘ He’s 
gone, Potter Siddayya . 

And old Rachanna’s wife Rachi can bear the sight 
no more, and she says, 4 In the name of the goddess, 
I’ll burn this village,’ and we say, 4 Nay, nay, Rachi,’ 
but she spits once, twice, thrice towards the Bebbur 
Mound, and once, twice, thrice at the village gate, 
and she rushes towards the pariah lines, and Lingamma 
and Madamma and Boramma and Siddamma follow 
her, crying, ‘ To the ashes, you wretch of a village ! * 
and they throw their bodices and their sari-fringes on 
the earth and they raise a bonfire beneath the tama- 
rind-tree, and they light this thatch and that thatch, 
and we cry out, 4 Our houses, our houses,* and they 
say, ‘ Go, ye widows, don’t ye see the dead and the 
dying? * and more and more men and women go this 
side and that and say, 4 If the rice is to be lost let 
it be lost in the ashes,* and granary and byre and hay- 
lofts are lighted. And then, as the flames rise, there 
are shots again, and the soldiers rush towards us, and 
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we run and run, with the cows and the bulb and the 
pigs and the hens bellowing and squawking about us, 
and bats and rats and crows and dogs squealing behind 
us. through Pariah Street and Potters’ Street and the 
Weavers’ Street did we rush, and slipping behind 
Rangamma’s backyard, we dodged among tamarind 
and pipal and lantana and cactus, and Seethamma 
and Madamma and Boramma and Lingamma and I 
waded through the Himavathy, and Rachamma and 
Rachamma’s child, and Ningamma and her grand- 
daughter and her two nephews joined us; and then 
more and more women and men joined us, wounds 
in stomachs and wounds in breasts and wounds in faces, 
with bullets in thighs, and bullets in the toes, bullets 
in the arms — men carried men, men carried wounded 
women and yelping children, and they laved them in the 
river, and they gave them water to drink and when we 
were twenty-five or thirty in all, one of the city boys said, 
4 Now we start, and we shall reach Maddur in an hour,’ 
and wc rose and woke the children, and they rose with 
us, and beneath the hushed arching mangoes of the 
road, stumbling into ruts and groping over boulders, 
we trudged up the Maddur Mountains, and not a roar 
came from the jungles and the moon and stars were 
bright above us. 

And in Maddur there were policemen, and they, too, 
rushed to smite us, and we said, 4 We have borne so 
much, let them/ and they spat and they kicked and 
they crushed and they banged, and then an old woman 
from here and a pregnant woman from there, old men, 
girb and children came running, Maddur women and 
Maddur old men, and they took us to this veranda and 
that, and gave us milk and coconut and banana. And 
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they asked this about the fight and that, and of their 
sons who were with us, and their fathers and their 
husbands, and of Mota who had a scar on the right 
eye, and Chenna who was this-much tall, and Betel- 
seller Madayya, you couldn’t mistake him, he was so 
round, and wc said what we -knew and we were silent 
over what we knew not, and they said, 4 Ah, wait till 
our men come back, wait! * But we said the Police 
would not leave us alone and we’d go away but we’d 
leave our wounded with them. . And we took our 
children and our old women and our men and we 
marched up the Kola Pass and the Beda Hills, and, 
mounting over the Ghats, wc slipped into the Santapur 
jungle-path, and through the clear, rustling, jungle 
night we walked down to the banks of the Gauvery. 
Across it was the Mysore State, and as dawn broke 
over the hissing river and the jungles and the moun- 
tains, we dipped in the holy river and rose, and men 
came to greet us with trumpet and bell and conch, 
and they marched in front of us and we marched 
behind them, through the footpaths and the lanes and 
the streets. And houses came and cattle and dung- 
smell and coconut shops and children and temple and 
all. They hung garlands on our necks, and called us 
the pilgrims of the Mahatma. 

Then we ate and we slept, and we spake and we 
slept, and when they said, 4 Stay here, sisters,’ we said, 
‘ We’ll stay, sisters,’ and tve settled down in Kashipura. 
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T his Dasara will make it a year and two months 
since all this happened and yet things here are 
as in Kanthapura. Seethamma and her daughter 
Nanja now live in Malur Shanbhog Chikkanna’s house, 
and they eat with them, and grind with them, and 
Chikkanna, who has no children, is already searching 
for a bridegroom for Nanja. * I’ll find her a Mysore 
B.A.,* he says, and day after day horoscopes come, and 
he says, ‘ This one is better, but the other one I have 
heard about is better still \ But Nanjamma, Pandit 
Venkateshia’s wife Nanjamma, is alone in Temple 
Vishvcshvarayya’s house, and she says, ‘ I’m no cook, 
and yet that’s all I do for the Mahatma ! ’ That one 
was never bom to follow the Mahatma, I tell you, she 
and her tongue and her arms, and her ever-falling sari. 
And Pariah Rachanna’s wife, Rachi, has found a place 
in Kanthenahalli Patel Chandrayya’s house, and she 
comes now and again to the brahmin quarters with her 
pounded rice or her dung-cakes. Her granddaughter 
Mari is working in Chenna’s house, and they say she’s 
already asked for in marriage by Kotwal Kirita’s son, 
the second one, who works with the elephant merchants 
from the north. And the marriage is to take place as 
soon as the father is out of prison. And Timmamma 
and I, we live in Jodidar Seetharamiah’s house, and 
they say always, ‘ Are your prayers finished, aunt? Are 
your ablutions finished, aunt?* before every meal . { 
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Aunt, aunt, aunt, they always call us for this and that, 
and the children say, 1 The Mahatma has sent us his 
relations. There is the aunt who tells such nice stories/ 
and that is me, ‘ and the aunt of the pancakes,* and 
that’s Timmamma, and they all laugh. 

In the afternoons we all gather on the veranda press- 
ing cotton wicks and hearing the Upanishads — it’s 
Temple Vishwanath’s son Shamu, who’s at the Mysore 
Sanscrit College, that does us the readings. Of course, 
it can never be like Ramakrishnayya’s. They say 
Rangamma is to be released soon. And maybe my 
poor Seenu too, though they have sent him to a 
Northern jail, for what with his hunger-strikes and 
Vandt Matarams , he had set fire to the hearts of all 
around him, and they gave him another six months. 
But Ratna had only one year, and the other day she 
came to spend a month with us, and she told us of 
the beatings and the tortures and the ‘ Salute the Union 
Jack * in the prison. That was not for long though, 
for the Mahatma has made a truce with the Viceroy 
and the peasants will pay back the revenues, the young 
men will not boycott the toddy shops, and everything 
they say, will be as before. No, sister, no, nothing 
can ever be the same again. You will say we have 
lost this, you will say we have lost that. Kenchamma 
forgive us, but there is something that has entered our 
hearts, an abundance like the Himavathy on Gauri’s 
night, when lights come floating down the Rampur 
Comer, lights comer floating down from Rampur and 
Maddur and Tippur, lights lit on the betel leaves, and 
with flower and kumkum and song we let them go, 
and they will go down the Ghats to the morning of the 
[ sea, the lights on the betel leaves, and the Mahatma 
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will gather it all, he will gather it by the sea, and 
he will bless us. 

They have burnt our dead, too, by the Himavathy, 
and their ashes too have gone out to the sea. 

You know, sister, Moorthy is no more with us. The 
other day, when Ratna was here, we asked, ‘ When 
is Moorthy to be released? ’ and she says, ‘ Why, aunt,’ 
— and how deferential Ratna has become ! — ‘ he’s 
already freed.’ — ‘Freed!* we exclaimed, — ‘Yes, since 
the pact with the Viceroy many a prisoner has been 
released.’ — ‘ And when is he coming here, Ratna? * — 

‘ I don’t know, aunt, for he says — well, I’ll read to you 
his letter.’ And she read the letter. It said : ‘ Since 
I am out of prison, I met this Satyagrahi and that, 
and we discussed many a problem, and they all say the 
Mahatma is a noble person, a saint, but the English 
will know how to cheat him, and he will let himself 
be cheated. Have faith in your enemy, he says, have 
faith in him and convert him. But the world of men 
is hard to move, and once in motion it is wrong to 
stop till the goal is reached. And yet, what is the goal? 
Independence? Swaraj? Is there not Swaraj in our 
States, and is there not misery and corruption and 
cruelty there? Oh no, Ratna, it is the way of the ^ 
masters that is wrong. And I have come to realize 
bit by bit, and bit by bit, when I was in prison, that 
as long as there will be iron gates and barbed wires 
round the Skeffington Coffee Estate, and city cars that 
can roll up the Bebbur Mound, and gas-lights and 
coolie cars, there will always be pariahs and poverty. 
Ratna, things must change. The youths here say they 
will change it. Jawaharlal will change it. You know 
Jawaharlal is like a Bharatha to the Mahatma, and 
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he, too, is for non-violence and he, toa, is a Satyagrahi, 
but he says in Swaraj there shall be neither the rich 
nor the poor. And he calls himself an ‘ equal-distri- 
butionist and I am with him and his men. Wc shall 
speak of it when you arc here.’ 

Ratna left us for Bombay the week after. But Ran- 
gamma will come out of prison soon. They say Ran- 
gamma is all for the Mahatma. We are all for the 
Mahatma. Pariah Rachanna’s wife, Rachi, and Secth- 
amma and Timmamma are all for the Mahatma. They 
say there arc men in Bombay and men in Punjab, and 
men and women in Bombay and Bengal and Punjab, 
who are all for the Mahatma. They say the Mahatma 
will go to the Red-man’s country and he will get us 
Swaraj. He will bring us Swaraj, the Mahatma. And 
wc shall all be happy. And Rama will come back 
from exile, and Sita will be with him, for Ravana will 
be slain and Sita freed, and he will come back with 
Sita on his right in a chariot of the air, and brother 
Bharatha will go to meet them with the worshipped 
sandal of the Master on his head. And as they enter 
Ayodhya there will be a rain of flowers. 

Like Bharatha wc worship the sandals of the 
Brother saint. 

There was only Ranged Gowda that, ever went back 
to Kanthapura. She was here, with us, his Lakshmi, 
and Lakshmi’s second daughter the first one was in 
prison, — and her three grandchildren of the one, and 
the seven of the other. She was in Patel Ghenne 
Gowda’s hoiksc, for they had heard of Patel Range 
Gowda, and they had said, 1 Yon are one of our com- 
munity, come in and stay with us all this life and all 
the lives to come, sister! ’ And she waited for Rang£ 
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Gowda. And one day he came back — and we had gon. 
to light the evening light of the sanctum, and the , 
children came running and said, ‘ There’s a tall man 
at the door, and he’s frightening to look at,* and when 
we went to see him, it was Range Gowda, and he was 
now lean as an areca-nut tree, and he said he had just 
come back from Kanthapura. ‘ Couldn’t leave,’ he 
said, ‘ till I had drunk three handfuls of Himavathy 
water,* but he had gone, to tell you the truth, to dig 
out his jewels, and he said the Comer-House was all 
but fallen, except for the byre, and Rangamma’s house 
was tile-less over the veranda, and Nanjamma’s house 
doorless and roofless and the hearthstones in every 
comer. 4 All said in a knot,’ he concluded, ‘ there’s 
neither man nor mosquito in Kanthapura, for the men 
from Bombay have built houses on the Bebbur Mound, 
houses like in the city, for coolies, and they own this 
land and that, and even Bhatta has sold all his lands, 
said Maddur Chennayya, has sold it all to the Bombay 
men, and the Bombay men paid him well, and he’s now 
gone back to Kashi. “ In Kashi, for every hymn and 
hiccup you get a rupee,” he said it seems, and he and 
his money have gone to Kashi. Waterfall Vcnkamma, 
it appears, has gone to stay with her new son-in-law, 
and Concubine Chinna still remains in Kanthapura 
to lift her leg to her new customers. I drank three 
handfuls of Himavathy water, and I said, “ Protect 
us, Mother l '* to Kenchamma and I said, “ Protect 
us, Father ” to the Siva of the Promontory, and I spat 
three times to the west and three times to the south, 
and I threw a palmful of dust at the sunken wretch, 
and I turned away. But to tell you the truth, Mother, 
my heart it beat Hke a drum/ 
w.p.p. «w 258 
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